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Feeling rude, rampant 
or raunchy? Why not 
write and share it with 
the rest of us. Letters 
to: The Editor, Men 
Only, P.R. Publications. 
2 Archer Street, 

London W1V 7HF. 

Taylor Made! 

Sir, I have been buying your 
excellent magazine for four 
years now and I've been most 
impressed by the gorgeous 
models and the steamy 'My 
Confessions' part of Men 0n/> 
In Vol: 58, No:11 there’s a 
superb array of beauties. 1 
would love to shag Patsy and 
stroke those gorgeous, 
suckable breasts. And the 
fuckable (most) Shanme. with 
those long, tanned legs, I 
would love to lick Shanine's 
pussy and go into a sixty-nine. 



But I was most impressed 
with the fabulous Taylor (I'm 
stroking myself while writing 
this) who has a Teal' woman's 
body. How I would love to 
shag her on that bed with 
myself on top. driving my th 
cock deep into her. then 
pushing her legs up for 
deeper effect. And while 
fucking her mercilessly 1 am 
sucking her gorgeous orbs 
which turns Taylor on ever 
more. She digs her long, rec- 
nailed fingers into my bun- 
urging me on further and 
intensifying the 'servicing 
effect and then exploding - 
her. Taylor is so beautif- 

could fuck her all mgn: 

had to release this far: - -, ; 

hope that Taylor : , 3 
comment on it. St 1 1 r '::e 

Men Only continues t: : ' 
out such stimulai nq beau - e~ 
(M.G S?c 

We tried to ring Taylor n 
Hollywood to get he f 
comment. but unfori^ate - 
she was busy w&tfrng “e # 

















stest epic pornostravaganza 
and couldn't come to the 
ohone. And, besides, she 
■eckons it's rude to talk with 
. our mouth full. . ■ 
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admitted rather sheepishly. 

Then you must hunt with 
us r ' Fiona insisted. 


Bulging Mass Dilemma! 

Sir: Firstly 1 would like to say 
how my dick shot up when I 
saw that seductive model on 
me front cover of Men Only 
•/ol: 58. No:IT I was standing 


KUMisTegs Quezon mrtE ( 


twottie-ho! MG’s pixilated prince of pudenda 
discovers the thrill of the hunt - or rather, of 
shagging saucy saboteurs in dingy ditches (the 
sheer class of the man!), 


Devoted readers will know by 
now that I am not a lover of 
that green bit that joins our 
cities together, and which - 
considering how many stupid 
cunts live in it - is appropriately 
called "the country." 


GROSS NUDITY 


Could the Prime Minister tell us 
who won the FA Cup in 1948? f 


in the newsagent at the time 
and trying to hide the bulging 
mass coming out of my 
trousers from the smiling 
check-out girl. When I finally 
arrived home l searched 
around for a while and I could 
not find the cover girl. I am 
asking you to publish more of 
these mega turn-on photos, 
with the same horny costume. 
This would make me and 
millions of others very happy. 

As I'm here I'll tell you what 
turns me on. Do you remember 
Emma with the lovely hairy 
pussy from Vol: 58, No: 9? Well, 
l think we should see more of 
these black haired beauties 
with their sexy pussies 

(M.C. f Canterbury.) 
Welt, M.C. old chap , what we 
have here is dearly a case of 
a fellow not getting his MO 
regular , because had you 
been sharp enough to have 
picked up Vol: 58. No 8 you 
would have found Shelley , our 
aforementioned cover star 
disporting herself in all her 
freckle-bummed wonder. Says 
a iot for regularising your input , 
eh?-Ed. 


Only last week I was sitting in 
my armchair with a triple 
Bombay Sapphire gin, 
watching the racing from 
Kempton Park, Fiona Morty- 
Vicker was kneeling naked 
between my legs, sucking my 
reddened knob as if she were 
worried about coming last in 
the All-EC Polocny 
Swallowing Trials, 

She's a lovely girt, Fiona, 
quite lovely, and like all upper- 
crust crumpet she has the 
sexual instincts of three packs 
of beagle bitches on heat. 

She has masses of blonde 
curly hair, the face of an angel 
having an orgasm, and 
enormous rounded melons 
with nipples the size of salad 
plates. As she sucked me. she 
systematically squeezed my 
balls in a way that was 
indescribably erotic, rather like 
having them gently massaged 
from the inside. 


Minister's Wives In The Nude 
from the horror section at my 
local WH Smith). Then I 
decided to climax into Fiona s 
face, my rigid cock spurting 
globs of warm white sperm all 
over her lovely face, eyelashes 
and pouting lips. 

She loved it when l did that, 
and luxuriously massaged 
sperm into her cheeks, neck 
and breasts. She told me that 
her mother Lady Morty-Vicker 
had sworn by the rejuvenating 
properties of spunk, and had 
insisted that her butler beat his 
bully-beef baton over her 
upturned face five times a day. 
She still looked 35 when all her 
friends were 70, and still 
looked no more than 40 when 
she died of old age. The poor 
butler looked about 300. 


BULGING GLOBES 

And so saying, she pulled 
on her tight white-ribbed 
sweater, under which her 
breasts bulged like two 
smuggled school globes, and 
a tiny blue micro-mini skirt - 
and she never wore panties, 
so that every time she crossed 
her legs you got a free rerun of 
the only bit of Basic instinct 
that was worth watching 


POUTING LIPS 

I watched the end of the 3.45 
(won, incidentally, by 
Gluemaker's Pleasure, at 20-1, 
and earning me 
enough dosh to buy 
myself a tankful of 
petrol for the Bentley, 
seven bottles 
of Dom 
Perigon and a 
video of 
Cabinet 


JUICY DEPTHS 

I took a large swallow of cold 
gin. and then 1 beckoned 
Fiona to climb up onto the 
arms of my chair, so that her 
plump and glistening cunt was 
within easy reach of my mouth, 

I licked her smooth outer lips, 
then parted the inner lips with 
my tongue-tip, teasing her little 
clit so it got hard, and then slid 
my ridged tongue deep into 
the juicy depths of her vagina, 
it was better than eating half-a- 
dozen No: 2 natives. 

Fiona panted and gasped, 
and as she neared orgasm I 
took an ice-cube out of my gin, 
and gently pushed it over her 
erect nipples. That set her off 
like Michael Winner being 
given a restaurant table next to 
the toilets - in other words, 
screaming her head off. 

This went on for a bit so I 
told her to pipe down because 
it was nearly time for the 4.00 
race. She said, "l don \ 
know why you watch 
racing. Those aren't horses 
those skinny bags of 
nerves. You should have a 
go at hunting." 

"Actually, the only blood 


Maras 


So it was that we bowled 
down to the West Country me 
following weekend to pm the 
Haughsdych Hunt 


ANCIENT HUNTS 

At the crack of dawn (but not 
before ! had once agam 
sampled the crack of Fiona), 
we railed up to Eyness Hall 
(don't ask me how to 
pronounce Eyeness but suffice 


continued on page 16 


Bonking Barbecue 

I am a housewife from 
Leicestershire and even 
though I have two young 
children, my husband and I 
lead an excellent 'no holds 
barred' sex life. Recently we 
had a barbecue for my hubby 
and his friends while our kids 
were away. It turned into Quite 
an orgy, I can tell you! 
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: ■; rr.. mat : nad seen in the 
-'St e ’a 0- y dm hundreds of 
.ea*s a^c as *nown as one 
r , ~acr : cent 

3a: r a m c es % me country). 

-morning 
■ see /.sli-to-wall 
- a' :.a -:. a s and crowds of 
r ' =ado our jackets, 
as 'eadscarves, and 
-- 1 wellies to kit out 

- —.. ^t^vvade 

: for the next two 

. a s -iona led me 

. :m :c meet Sir Ronald 
z - .\ mse-eight. the master of 






me Hunt, who was a huge 
mustachioed man on a huge 
mustachioed horse. 

'Glad you could join us. 

Knox old man!" he bellowed at 
me. “Been putting one up 
young Fi-fi. have you? 

Splendid chap, splendid!" 

ARSTLE S HOLE 

Tnere are two things that you 
don't realize about horses until 
you stand close enough for 
mem to bite your toupee off. 
and that is (a) that they are 
; jckmg big and (b) that the 
smell of their breath is worse 
mat the smell that gets 
trapped under John Major's 
BhS duvet after a vegetable 
c r yani and two spicy 
coppadoms at the Star of 
Bongo-Bongo Land. 

/.as introduced to the 
-r s: es and I must say that it 



continued on page 8 
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(Ihcl-ea doesn't know where her 
Spanish blood run it* Iroin. I ml 
wr know exucily where it went. 
To her head! \ fiery 
temperament is I hr polur name 
tor it. She" heamifnh*he - 
jealous am! she - a liandlu!. hi 
Ian she's a double handful. 

\ Laving a deep meaningful 
relational ip with (.ludsen is a 
iiirr idea* in theory, hut unless 
you're In. athletic and liuvr 
vrn sirtmg nerves \<us tv belter 
off just looking at her. 

\\ r know , we have seen the 
win k of die photographer she 
really fancies. Poor hugger* 
l ook one look at him and 
dragged him down ihr poll - in 
a dustbin liner, 

I Ic said something uhoui her 
hoi tom and she look it die 
wrong wav (some of tis like a 
wobbh honour right?). So -In 
fhmg his briefcase on the 1 11 1>■ ■ 
line right under the ketimugion 
(via (luiriug i ii'oss) liver* which 
spread 2-J.iiOO rude 
transparencies. eleven "hoi 
Swedish videos, three pairs ol 
lighilv soiled underpants and it 
perns enlarger 200 yards down 
the track. 

They moved in together Inn 
even time a model rangjip -la 
set light m one of his k_>0 'ilk 
shins, towards the end site w i- 
on 20 a day. 

I le tell- you all this and lit ju~ 
laughs, ftather weakly, hm lm 
-sill laughs, \\ e suggest that 
(hr I sea must lie something 
rather special in lted to mak* 
for all slh- ngro, 

\nd he jnsT whimper- 
Nothing for it, when a man _ > 
itiici ihi- condition hut m -■no* 
him into a sack and earn iuu 
to the iiraiv-i -out er oi double 
Jamesons 27D-2H- ■ 
















continued from page 5 



felt like one myself in my rented 
hunting togs. I looked like an 
SS Officer trying to disguise 
himself as a Butlin's redcoat 
Lord Arstfe said, "Should be a 
cracking day, Knox, but watch 
out for saboteurs. These days 
a chap can't even tear a few 
foxes apart with out some 
sentimental bugger whingeing 
about it. Whole bloody world's 
gorn soft. Time was I used to 
drink a bottle of Napoleon 
brandy, shag three women, 
hunt down six foxes and bite 
their heads off, eat three rare 
steaks, have a good crap and 
all before half-past nine in the 
morning. Can't do much of that 
these day's." 

"Why not?" I asked, politely. 



When she has an orgasm, 
the whote street has to know about itV 


"Constipated " he replied. 
"Can’t have a crap til ter ” 

EDWINA BIRIYANI 

At last Fiona introduced me to 
my horse She had promised 
it would be smail and docile, 
but when the groom brought it 
across the yard it looked more 
like a Diaboio the Devil-Horse. 
It was as black as the inside of 
Tina Turner's minge. and t 
swear that it s eyes were 
redder than Dogmeat 
Prendergast s, the night that 
he washed seven Cornish 
pasties down with two pints of 
green Chartreuse. Its hooves 
struck sparks off the cobbles, 
and there was more steam 
blowing out it's nostrils than 
Edwina Currie when she got 
locked in the Golders Green 
Sitzbad. 

The groom was a spotty 
chap called Dick Before ! 
could say "I think HI take the 
Bentley instead he had 
hoicked me jc me Diaboio r s 
saddle and there I was 98 
feet abc.e ground level sitting 
on the back m two restless 
tons oi French hamburger 
meat Fiona enmbed aboard 
a- equa.ly huge grey. 

-j ~ Jk. , „ 

^TCi^rr. ir-vg ctirrijp CUpS rjf 

something hot and highly 
alcoholic which tasted like 
boiled Owbridge’s. 
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THUNDERING FARTS 

, f \ere surrounded by 
. see -3 hounds, 
ii-TZzir dew a horn, 
r: e::else blew a 
a^c we were 
• - g away from 
E .e-^es. HaU at full 
:c i" outing “View 
::::”jor'and 
- r.- Burt is nothing 
• ? sou nr and “What 
a^e 9 Prizes ! 11 At 
, like that. 1 was 

- ea to hear anything 

- oeited across a field, 
z - , as close to me, her 

'easts bouncing up and 
’. ^nder her tightly-tailored 
■ g-jacket, “Oh God. this 
: e■: tirtgl” she panted. "I 
■■ -r i m aoinq to come before 
‘ "St jump! ' 

S e I ashed her mount 

■ araer and harder. Her face 
as "lushed with arousal and 

iooked as if she were just 
,.t to have a climax at any 
• r :ond. I was so busy looking 
e: oer that I failed to notice a 
3 'ge hedge approaching me 
-■ about 35 mph from a 

■ :ntward direction, 

FLYING FLANGE 

-nd the next thing I knew 
I abolo had screeched to an 
r-nergency stop on al! four 
M chelin X’s and 1 was 
"dertaking a manoeuvre 
--mown in RAF circles as flying 
Fiona was so engrossed in 

■ orgasm that she didn’t 
- jtice me whistling past 

iound myself upside-down 
‘ a deep ditch, being 
1 soected at dose quarters by 
a oretty young brunette in a 
ream cable knit sweater, 
•.nich did nothing to disguise 
me fact that she had even 
huger knockers than Fiona. 
Apart from her sweater she 
■ • re nothing but very tight 




YOU DON’T GET MANY OF 
THEM TO THE POUND!!! 


Looking for that 
something a ‘little 
bit bigger? Wall, 
here’s/ust the 
publication for yea! 
Infeasibly large 
amazons 

investigated by oar 
dieting co¬ 
respondent SUM 
FASTPLAN... 

We've brought you 
sexual gymnastics 
tables, obscure 
sexual practices of 
the world and now 
MO brings you, just 
tor a change, 
something a teensy 
bit weird ... 

Hailing from that 
Land of Largeness, 
the USA, Giantess! 
magazine has tn be 
the most oddball 
curio ever to land 
with a resounding 


THWACK! on the editorial desk. 
According to the press blurb, this 
is the publication for ‘these who 
love to fantasise about giant 
women', a condition termed as 
“giantessopliilia”. 

low, if when you think of large 
women your thoughts fondly turn 
to such delectable beauties as 
oar former agony auntie Ms 
Daphne Hugeglands, think again. 
What Giantess! editor, Ed Lundt, 
terms a big woman is more in 
keeping with the lass in the 
classic 50s sci-fi schlockar 
Attack Of The 50 Foot Woman. 
Yep, so big she’d, erm, squash 
the living daylights out of you. 

Takes all sorts to make a 
world, we guess and Lundt 
claims to have customers in 
Australia and Japan (well, 
they’ve already got Godzilla ...} 
and now he's seeking to broaden 
his readership, claiming that 
many men are 'giantessophiles' 
without even knowing it. To 
discover if you are, he says. 


simply look for these three signs: 

• You think Brigitte Hielsen is 
“waaay too short!'' 

• You hold up traffic gawking at 
huge women on billboards. 

• Your idea of the perfect female 
proportions: the Statue of 
Liberty. 

If this is you, then you might 
fancy getting in touch with ol 
‘Big’ Ed at E.L. Publications, 
Suite 138-x, 306 Nassau Road, 
Roosevelt, NY 11575 USA for 
further details. 


dial ‘O' for orgasm 


by tony husband 


you don't fchinK it 
wo\s, nOicVc Jb^qer 


rflidc Jc^er.. Oh 

V? and |<vi 

Princess, Di'.. 




Ffi, arid 


h aYY ie 


do 


black leggings and dear little 
pixie bootees 
“You're disgusting," she 
said. “You're worse than an 
animal. You hunt to kill" 

“Ah," I said, still upside- 
down. “You must one of those 
saboteurs." 

Tm trying to be," 
she told 
me, M l hate 
snooty 
barbaric 
rich folk. 

The 

trouble is, 
t really 
hate all 
the 

scruffy 


vegetarian 

animal activists, too ' 

“Well, me tooT "I told her 
took out my brandy-flask and 
offered her a snort. 

Before long, we were 
chatting together in the o te r 
like old friends, t gave her a 
kiss in appreciation of her 


minge. 

Her pink lips were so 
-:: anci juicy that they steamed 
ir me morning air, She got 
ra'seif astride me while I 
: l: ed my fly and puled out 
m, pole. She held on to it and 
qC led it into her slit. 

’ was ecstasy with a capital 
F She rode up and down on 


top of me, massaging my cock 
with endlessly-rippling 
contractions of her cunt. 

Before I could say “Sabotage 
for ever!" \ had pumped 
several gallons of hot sperm 
onto her deepest depths, and 
she shivered in delight, not to 
mention cold, 

At that moment, I heard the 
snorting of a horse, and the 
snorting of Fiona Morty-Vtcker, 
too She had realized at last 
tna:' was missing, and come 
□a c* :: p ind cut what! was up 
to She jumped down from the 
sadd e anc stalked toward us 
"Are you hurt 9 '' she asked me, 
“Now," says l 
Fiona turned to the young 
brunette, who was sitting back 
wide-eyed in the grass with 
her legs wide apart and sperm 
dripping from her open minge. 

"The cheek!' r Fiona 
snapped. "That's mine! 11 And 
without any hesitation she 
plunged her face between the 
girl's thighs, and smothered 
her face with come. 

l 'You can bugger orf now," 
Fiona told her, stickydaced. 
"You might be able to take my 
fox away from me, but you just 
try taking my fucks!" 

1 made my excuses and left. 

Ed Knox 


pr ncipies She gave me a kiss 
in appreciation of my having 
fallen off my horse. I 
squeezed her breasts through 
sweater She squeezed my 
r—ierse cock through my 
rentec r □ ^g-creeches 

STEAMING MINGE 
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l druume b t 
ah' mi her w hite 


fierv tempered Irish girl from Liverpool with very strong ideas about whai she wiiuts- you t• * think 


vou iv 


IIMM'I k tl 

uking . 


: at t hr pieturftv She insists on no-nonsense* no jokes, iinibiug about wliai she dor* m 
where she live*. She wmits us 11> it'll you what die say* you vvmil to know■* 

”l\r w arched men looking at pieturesot miked girls when ihe\ ve not known I in wulehmg 
seen l lie pleasure they get for dieutselvr* and I he wav lliev li> 


-he suvs. 

ik ai drat girl, VI most tit worship him*. 


urn 


I l 


\nd | dim i want von to *a\ anything dial lakes those loving eyes olf tin body, 1 wani I hem to think of im lying 
rre r with m\ pussy wei m id not able to lake n n lingers nil nn pussy wlau i in linked^ here a ltd iliat e\i it rd. 

I wish they eonld -re me rub 
eery thing I hey alvvay s w ante 
I’d like those lov eh guy * in I 
knee - | mdiing tu\ hum no in 
Td take the in all, M 1 eonld. 


here, with my pussy .,....*... - . . . . 

\ winh they nmid see me rubbing my nipples midgetimg my lingers sltrky lor them* i d like* in give them 
everything rhev a I wavs warned a dim sin to give them. 

"I d like those Welv guvs to know wlmi I in thinking ... Us I tie here . , Vml it - ^oing dow n on my hand- .if 

in tin* air and hnv itig even one of diem take me from behind, long and -h>w 
Vnd I reckon dun - itiUfe important tn know titan my lira d/e! -> d)-l2-t-do 
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continued from page 4 


It was late and they were 
playing cards while I played 
the hostess. As the evening 
started to get stale, someone 
suggested a game of Truth or 
Dare, which was just what the 
evening needed, especially as 
I seemed to become the 
playing piece when one of the 
guys dared my husband to 
strip me of my top and suck 
my tits in front of them. My 
husband loves having sex in 


front of people so he didn't 
hesitate one little bit! 

I could see that some of the 
blokes were getting turned on. 
A couple had already begun to 
rub their cocks beneath their 
trousers. ! could feel my pussy 
begin to moisten at the sight of 
it all. My husband had begun 
to stiffen as he licked and 
teased my tightening nipples. 

Then it was my husband's 
turn to ask truth or dare. He 
was directing it to me. I asked 
for truth, but when I couldn't 
answer the question ! had to 
do whatever he told me to do. I 
was to suck the bloke's dick 
beside me until he was just 
about to come and then move 
to the next bloke, 1 was to 
carry on until I got back to my 
husband's prick. 

! was rather reluctant at first 
until I felt the pulsating swell of 
the first cock penetrate my 
half-open lips and nudge 
against my hungry tongue. I 
could feel my husband's 
strong hand softly caressing 
my bum as my head was 
being passionately guided 
onto my lover's tool, it took 
quite a white to complete this 
circle of five, each needing 
less and less to topple over 
the edge already achieved 
from watching my head on 
each previous member. 

My husband almost came 
the instant I rapped my warm 


breath over his jilting jewel . 

Then it was the next bloke's 
turn to ask the question. He 
dared my husband to spread 
my sopping wet pussy so one 
of the other blokes could lick it. 
I didn't think he'd do it., but he 
eased me back and removed 
my shorts and panties, leaving 
me with just my socks and 
shoes on He opened my legs 
wide as he whispered in my 
ear: ’Enjoy it. Cream on his 
face.' Now that really got me 
feeling randy! He then spread 
my swollen lips and as the 
other bloke was Sapping up my 
sweet juice ! could hear my 
husband's voice over my own 
saying Teels good, doesn't it? I 
knew you'd like this 1 1 began 


to shiver all over from the 
intensity of it. But 1 needed 
more. I needed to get fucked. 

j looked up at my husband’s 
face and I could tell he liked 
what he saw. h 'Fuck me,, 
please fuck me," I begged T 
need to feel a hard cock 
pumping deeply in and out of 
my cunt. Please fuck me!” 

11 I'll do even better than." he 


continued on page 22 




FROM OUR OWN CO-RESPONDENT 



d this before you 


The British love to fantasise 
about the French woman. She 
is, we long ago decided, 
beautiful, sexy, incredibly 
sophisticated, wonderfully 
dressed and utterly dignified. 

That's the theory, but the 
true story going around the 
Pans bars at the moment is 
about the DJ's girlfriend who 
went to the doctor with a rash 
and was told she had crabs - 
of the sort usually specific to 
our canine companions. 

Nothing at at! very dignified 
in that' 

Spend any time at ali in 
France and you will quickly 
discover that the vast majority 
of French women have more in 
common with the Fat Slags 
than Madame Bouverie, 

They are vulgar and badly 
dressed, tie-dye their hair and 
are mostly so drenched in 
cheap scent that dropping any 
one of them on Iraq would be 
contrary to the UN convention 
on chemical warfare. 

PEASANTS REVOLT 

In short, the typical French girl 
is a peasant. In Pans you may 
meet the sophisticated 
ma'mseile of your dreams, but 
! doubt it. She's a crashing 
snob and needs a signed 
reference from two Swiss 
bankers before shell 
condescend to speak to you. 
And then it's only to ask you if 
you’d mind standing further off 
and stop breathing her air. 

This is an antiquated country 
in many ways. Lorded over by 
I a skint aristocracy, run for the 


rich and peopled mainly by 
peasants, the French still 
pretend to be liberte equalitd 
and fraternite. 

They also pretend to be 
great cooks, great lovers and 
very sophisticated, although, 

(in Paris anyway) every 
second family lives on 
McDonalds, every third man 
suffers from the prems and 
they piss anywhere! Maybe 
the iiberte we hear so much 
about is the freedom to pee up 
a lamppost, or failing that, up 
the leg of a passing stranger. 

NO BEAUTY 

it's a sad fact, but French 
women are not generally 
beautiful. From the North, 
where you have the big-boned 
horsey-faced blondes, through 
Paris with it's amazingly 
display of roman noses, to the 
bushy arm-hair and coarse 
features of the small dark 
Southern lady, they are rather 
ordinary. You'll' find more real 
beauty in Bingley than in the 
whole of Marseilles. 

But they seem beautiful. 

I'm nol sure why exactly, but I 
think it’s something to do with 
their down to earth attitude to 
sex. From an early age French 
girls know what it is, how to 
work it and exactly how 
important it is. They neither 
over nor underrate it 
What's more, they love men 
and accept them as they are. 
They delight in leading you on, 
flirting outrageously and then 
pretending to be shocked 
when you take them up on it, 
French women really enjoy 
inspiring lust. 

British women always feel at 
a disadvantage when 
competing with a French 
woman for male attention. And 
they're quite right to. Every 
flutter of her eyelids, curve of 
her lips and movement of 
her body shows that the 
French girl is at ease with 
sex and enjoys the 
absurdities of men. 

EAU DE ODOUR 

French girls are not in 
the least bit ashamed 
of themselves. They're 
not afraid of their 
bodies, body hair, body 
odours or natural functions. 

The bidet is much used in 
France, 1 fear, because the 
shower is not. 

"Your Parisienne Princess 
looks wonderful on the 
surface", says a friend who 
has those references from 
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5ss bankers, tl but 1 shudder 
tnink of the state of her 
^ocerwear." 

It's an odiferous culture, the 
--ench All those hairy armpits 
Peking pheremones, the 
tangy scent of urine 
e verywhere, the fumes of the 
Gaulloise and the undertone of 
oarlic that flavours every 
Sodily secretion.. 

Cunnilingus here is fit for a 
true gourmet! 

It's quite a culture shock to 
me frighteningly clean and de^ 
gdourised Americans, 

Germans and the type of 
Briton who prefers his pussy to 
■.aste of Twinkle-Twat intimate 
oody spray. 

MR FROG 

Tne French woman is very 
o road-minded and tolerant of 
■ he mate, and she needs to 
oe. She's lumbered with 
French men. And we all know 
.■•hat they're like: squat, 
swarthy little buggers in 
s:nped T-shirts and berets who 
always carry their own onions 
with them when cycling. 

But it has to be said that the 
Frenchman worships women. 

He too loves them as they are. 
every hairy sweaty inch of 
them. Its not just the poets like 
Rimbaud who wax lyrical 
about his mistresses dirty hair. 

know Frenchmen who get 
ecstatic about the sweat rings 
on a woman's blouse 
Mr Frog spends his life 
making love to women and 
making himself look good for 
mem. There's method in his 
madness. He makes his 
women feel good, secure ana 
confident, which means his 
wife, will put up with the 
mistresses her husband will 
undoubtedly have after the first 
: ew years of marriage. 

But, by that time, she's at it 
too. No woman in Europe feels 
ess embarrassed about 


, J continued on 
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till If v is doing a degree it.ideal science and hs u liille off-putting to meet her straight mw 

■miv I tec a list- sfie power dresses in an executive -suit, lias her hair hunched up tight at the Dark 

ck and looks verv awesome indeed. . . , ,, . „ 

1,1 she talks prem awes,am' stuff. ..lemugraplncs and swings to right, w hen tin on y 
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u Linen IS about Maggie Thatcher's Memoirs (which is hard .gh any wa>) is .. 

ipeciallv when she s dressed a hit like the said Mn I hatch. . , ; 

it once site's at home, in her fluffy bedroom, sorting through her frilly undies trying to tin. 

II look best in pictures, everything changes . 


,f a 
! hi?r 









V s 
























continued from page 18 


said as he moved to lay on his 
back. J 'C3imb aboard!" 

3 almost came the second 
his Gock slid its fullness into 
my hole. Then he pulled my 
body down to his and 
instructed one of the more 
well-endowed blokes to wank 
over my bum. It quickly 
became one of the best 
fuckings I'd ever had. 

Then the bloke behind me 
pulled me upright so the 
others wouldn't be left out. Two 


more blokes started working 
on my breasts and as their 
pleasure intensified they both 
began to stroke their long 
thicknesses. Can you imagine 
it? Three blokes all wanking off 
because of me! The last bloke 
was also standing in front of 
me straddling my husband's 
body. He could only get the 
head of his dick into my mouth 
because of the darting heads 
attached to my tits, but it was 
enough to get both me and 
him incredibly turned on! 

After about five minutes he 
came in my mouth. The sticky, 
sweet goo was just what 1 
needed and I began to feel 
those orgasmic earthquakes 
rumble through my body, one 
after another 

At the very same time 1 
heard my husband's voice 
groaning. Oh yes. fuck yes!’ 
he cried and then almost 
simultaneously I heard the 
bloke behind me screaming 
Tm going to come!' I got two 
loads of spunk, one deep 
inside of me and one all over 
my cheeks. My insides were 
on fire and I almost lost 
consciousness, such was the 
power of my own orgasm! 

As I began to regain a little 
bit of composure the two 
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blokes who had been sucking 
on my fleshy mounds began to 
shake and quiver. My husband 
rolled me over onto my back 
and one of the two blokes 
mounted me military-style and 
began thrusting harder and 
harder inside my fanny. The 
other straddled my face, 
guiding his desperate cock 
into my eager mouth, I could 
hardly make a sound because 
of the size of that cock filling 
my throat, but I managed to 
mumble to my husband that he 
should lick my nipples just as 
my mouth was again filled with 
hot spunk. It tasted so good 
that I swallowed every last 
drop and still licked my lips for 
any stray drippings. 

With the intense pumping 




continued from 
page 17 

having an 
affaire than the 
French. It is 
quite 

respectable to 
be a mistress, 
it's not absolute 
■ruin to be a 
prostitute. It is 
all, when it co 
mes down to it. only sex. 

Sex is not that important 
here. What is important is 
keeping a marriage together, 

LE POOF CELEBRE 

Sex may be natural to the 
French, but in recent years the 
natural seems to be becoming 
more and more unnatural. And 
it’s not just the strange goings 
on between DJ s and dogs. 

Weird sex is so prevalent it’s 
almost normal. 

As with most countries in the 
world, people are doing a 
great deal more wanking and 
a lot Jess poking than they 
were a few years ago. The 
reason being fear of AIDS. 

AIDS is far more prevalent in 
France than in Britain, 
something my French friends 
put down to the dodgy 
bisexual doings of the French 
bourgeoisie. From time 


that was going on between my 
thighs., I found myself about to 
orgasm again. I was suddenly 
distracted as I felt my 
husband s warm breath 
moving away from my body. I 
opened my eyes to see him 
wanking off with a pleading 
look in his eye. He was as hard 
as a rock and my mouth 
began to water for that erect 
penis of his, 

Then my attention was 
drawn back to the fella fucking 
me as he grabbed my waist 
violently and slammed himself 
deep within my smouldering 
depths. I moaned in orgasmic 
pleasure as I felt his love 
muscle flexing repeatedly as it 
pumped his burning seed 
deep inside me. 

As he collapsed away from 
my body I could feel tons of 
spunk oozing from my pussy 
and running down my 
bumcheeks. 1 looked around to 
admire all the naked men lying 
around me when my view 
became obstructed by my 
husband. He straddled my 
body, placing his aching cock 
between my tits and 
squeezing them as tightly 
together as be could He 
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With alpine holidays on the 
mind of every nit in the local 
wine bar ■ NIQ is proud to 
present this glimpse of 
Europe's most exclusive 
resort where the living is 
always easy and queues for 
the ski lift are almost 
unheard-of: Mans Veneris 

Since its opening back in 73, 
Mans Veneris has never failed to 
attract plenty of attention. With 
its finely-contoured slopes 
elegantly moulded by the 
autumnal ‘Plai-Teques’ wind, 
many a visitor has travelled from 
far and wide to admire the beauty 
of the lower slopes or explore the 
densely-foliated regions at the 


immemorial the British have 
written Frenchmen off as a 
bunch of poofy benders, and 
maybe they were right. 

Certainly, a lot of transvestite 
prostitutes caper in the woods 
around Paris and you can be 
picked up by male prostitutes 
in any big City - just on the 
strength of wearing a pair of 
shorts and carrying a bag. 

So the sexy Mr Frog that 
every British woman dreams of 
has. from time to time, been 
engaging in fe speedway 
chocolat on the side with 
terrible results. 

The natural result of a fear of 
knobbing is the rise of 
alternative excitement. And in 
France that seems to be sado 
masochism. Certainly the little 
magazines in the kiosk are 
turning more and more to 
sexual acts in which the only 
contact is between leather 
thong and trembling buttocks, 

That's a turn up for the 
books. Sado masochism, 
which the French usually think 
of as The English Disease, is 
now all the rage over here. 

MINTEL 

And, as with everything to do 
with sex, the French are going 
to extremes. The magazines 
are horrific, and the chat over 
Mintel is distinctly strange. 


ouiimiit ui iiiCi iiiuuiu iLamip I licit 

observations have never been 
less than complimentary: “The 
experience of a lifetime!”; “I 
emptied my sacks with delight!”; 
“The finest fish supper I have 
tasted anywhere in Europe!” are 
merely a few of the plaudits this 
remote and inaccessible region 
has garnered over the years. 

So now, for the very first time in 
a UK publication, let us guide 
you, gentle reader, around the 
pleasures and wonders that are 
Mons Veneris... 


• Your stay begins here, at the 
quiet, sleepy pension of ‘Butene 
de Belle-Ee’. Here you will be 
invited to participate in the 
ancient tradition known as 
‘collection de flouffe* where the 
byways of the village are 
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t: \--intel If you want a 
- c: of the difference in 

- a tades between my 

_ r the channel and yours, 

5 ’'as to be it, 

,. ’ereas Telecom, with 
.:: cai British hypocrisy, is 
;: r epared to run sex lines 
mg as they rip the 
mcTier off and never deliver 
a jods, the French 
talent has given us an on- 
re screen info service on 
::h anything goes, Mintel 
.:$ the French to share 
. most extreme fantasies 
as I write the lines are 
-ring as hot as a well- 
,n pped bottom, with stones 
’ cordage, spanking and 
r agellatjon. 

LES KINKS 

“fie prostitutes I drink with 
:• ■ ound the Odeon are getting 
1 ot of sore bottoms these 
cays, they don’t like it but "at 
east it's safe," And they're 
-j ung far more whippings than 

- ey receive, 

French wives too are getting 
spanked. Even the rich ones. 

That frighteningly beautiful, 

. onderfuTiy dressed, 
credibly dignified lady who's 
..si got into the chauffeur 
coven Mercedes outside the 
■ eatre is going to find herself 
-r-*- rt up, knickers down and 


writhing over the knees of 
Monsieur le Cunt in a few 
minutes if the night porter at 
the Hotel George V is a 
reliable witness. 

Bottoms seem to be on top 
sexually over here. Where 
British sex magazines are full 
of ’reader's wives' posed as if 
for a particularly tricky 
gynaecological inspection, 
French magazine reader's 
wives are shown face down, 
buttocks well apart, displaying 
their arseholes. 

Anal intercourse has never 
been illegal in France which is 
just as well - if it were they'd 
have half the population in jail 
But then we all know what 
the French are like, don't we 7 
Anything goes. Well anything 
but what we British have 
decided to call ’french' 

If she fancies you a french 
woman will do anything for you 
- except suck your cock. 
Something that might be put 
down to the flavoursome 
genitalia of the average 
French man. At least, 
according to an enthusiastic 
amateur I picked up at a pam 
recently. She would, she said 
give anyone a blow' job excep: 
a Frenchman. 

She wouldn't say why. She 
just sniffed and spat! 

Maybe we call it 'French 


because it was done to us by 
French prostitutes on visits to 
Paris. Prostitutes, of course, 
being in business to do exactly 
those things that the ordinary 
woman won't, 

FRENCH WHORES 

They say French prostitutes 
are the best in the world and 
there are so many of them 
here, there must be some 
good ones amongst them 
" There is a red-light area near 
my flat, which is also quite 
close to a school. The girls 
lounge around in the street 
enticing customers by lifting 
their sxirts to show they have 
no knickers on And spend a 
lot of time chasing the lads 
^om :ne school who plague 
:nem oy bending down to get 
an eyeful. 

Prostitution is a profession 
a i;s own trade union in 
France It's not exactly on a 
car tn oemg a lady barrister, 
course, but it's not entirely 
o sgraceful either. 

GETTING LAID 

eS'SO some French friends 
;s 3'iton could get laid in 
P-snce T hey were hideously 
:. : a about it. "Bring a lot ot 
was the basic advice, 
- 22 : "ding to them you have 
:c see''c a whole tot wining 


and dining a French girl before 
she comes across They much 
prefer English girls. Apparently 
you've only got lo buy them 
dinner a couple of times and 
you Ye in. 

French male wisdom has it 
that the further North you go in 
Briton the less money you 
have to spend on a girl (they 
obviously never visited 
Bingley). In France it’s the 
opposite, they say, 'go South, 
spend less. 

What they forget, of course, is 
that they are French. It's easier 
for them to score in Britain and 
harder in France. My advice? 
Bring the conversation around 
to sex and mention how much 
you enjoy muff-diving 

If there's one thing a French 
girl likes it s a tongue in her 
pussy. Cunnilingus is a 
universal language and the 
French understand it perfectly. 

If your delight in life is to 
kneel between satin smooth 
thighs, shouldering them wider 
apart so you can get your 
tongue further inside a warm 
wet pussy that taste like 
nothing so much as escargot 
in garlic butter, hop on the 
Sally line and come on down! 

They love it" And French 
men can't really do it. Haven't 
got the stiff upper lip you see 1 
Charles de Gall 
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harvested for soft mohair-like 
growths which are subsequently 
knitted into shawls and muff lers 
for the local old folk. 

* Beginners may wish to hone 
their skills on the lower practice 
slopes where the smooth 
welcoming terrain affords an 
easy grounding in the skills that 
will eventually take them to the 
very top. However, care must be 
taken not to behave in too 
enthusiastic a fashion as many a 
beginner has overexerted himself 
and made an unnecessary mess 
all over his Franz Klammers. 

* The more adventurous, 
however, will head straight for 
the more challenging areas of 
the resort. Their endeavours will 
be rewarded by the lyrical 
sighing of the breeze in their ears 
(known locally as the 


I 0oooouuuummm , ) 1 a sure sign 
their skills are attracting 
attention. But even here dangers 
lurk as in the case of Col, OX. 
'Dingbat 5 Gashe Gobbla who, 
back in s 27, lost three fingers 
and his monocle when a massive 
ravine unexpectedly opened up 
beneath him. 

* We are now entering the 
densely-wooded area of the 
upper slopes. Here in this region, 
known as la Muffe\ the 
traveller is advised to rest awhile 
to acclimatise to his new 
environment. Excessive eating is 
also to be guarded against as the 
indigenous fauna tends towards 
brittleness and can stick 
uncomfortably in one’s teeth, an 
unpleasant condition known as 
'unwanted floss effect 1 . 


* How we are nearing the very 
peak itself and here the traveller 
may pause a moment to 
contemplate the heart-stopping 
beauty of the nether regions of 
Mons Veneris, la Crevisse 
Vulvique 1 . Gazing across the 
softly undulating valley to the 
gently contoured outcrops of la 
Bia d’Est 1 and la Bia D'Ouest' he 
may find himself contemplating 
penetrating to the moist sweaty 
caverns beneath, something to be 
approached with the fearful local 
sagas always in mind, such as 
that of intrepid explorer Otto 
Krotch who ventured into one 
such tunnel in 1892 with only a 
Davy Lamp and a happy smile for 
company .. • and was strangely 
never seen again. 


• But here is the pinnacle that ail 
visitors long to reach: the 
shimmering mountaintop spot 
known as la Clitorique Sensitif. 
This pearl ot pleasure, framed by 
low sloping cliffs was once 
regarded by many as merely the 
figment of fevered imagination. 
Until a fearless party of 
explorers led by Prof. Greer 
stunned the world with its 
discovery in 1967. Now the weary 
traveller can admire its peerless 
wonder and savour the sweet 
music produced every time he 
touches it in the right place. 
True, it was an arduous journey 
and his jaw aches like hell and 
his tongue felt like sandpaper, 
but it was well worth it! 
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he only ihing that really stumb I in wren Noel and a fabulous lift? of yaehis. marinas and Piinms on 
1 1 it- [ 101^1 (\v 1 1 i <' 1 1 sounds utterly filthy. inn is dead sophisticated apparently . is this rather a i moving 
habit of falling into die water. 

I he word is that if there's a [Middle on the street Noel will swallow dive into it. 

There was die lime she put one foot on the gnnwhah- of the dinghy. lefi the other on I he hard (which 
sounds ecjitalK disgusting but isn't), and did the splits as the boat skidded mu to *ea. leaving her 
-nredeagled like* a —well like a mitre-spread girl actually. 

1 hen there w as the lime she jumped into the rubber dinghy and weni straight through the bottom. 

They had io [mil it off her and her bikini bottom came loo 

And then there was the business with the gangplank that wash t there anymore. 

\ll in all h + s a very sad tale. 

The firnnv tliiii" is that Noel doesn [ know we know all this. So she makes out like a big-time off-shore 
raerr. lining on about her grometts. spinnakers and binnacles, (which sounds like dirty talk to ns ;, we 
imagine her lying on her hark in the w ater with no knickers on w hile a dozen helpful nautical types try 
to w ork uni an excuse for netting her T-shirt oil too (34C-23-36). 
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Smugnuss Smugnusson: This 
month we are lucky to have a 
national celebrity on the 
programme, None other than 
Mr Rupert Murdoch who is 
,vorld famous for er. . . well 
cutting tits In newspapers, 

Mr Murdoch: And putting tits in 
charge of newspapers sport, 
don't forget that, 

Smugnuss: Of course. 

Mr Murdoch: And pissing on 
everything you superior pommie 
snobs used to be so proud of. 
Where's your bloody Boy at 
family now then? Where's 
the bloody intellectual 
bieedin 9 Times of 
London, hey? What 
ever happened to the 
decent, concerned. 

Baity Mirror - only 
fit to wrap Royal 
tits! Where's your 
league football on 
your snooty lah-de- 
bieedin'-dah BBC , 
mate? Wimbledon 
next. Then the test 
match . 17/ drop 'em 
all down the dunny 
out back of black 
stump. That'll 
teach you to look 
down your bloody 
noses at me. Like 1 
you're doing now 
Smugnusson. 

Smugnuss: No 
doubt. Mr H 

Murdoch you 
scored no points in 
the general knowledge 
section of the quiz, and 
wish you luck on your 
specialist subject which is? 

Mr Murdoch: The reign of Queen 
Elizabeth 1952-1994, if I've got 
anything to do with it. 

Smugnuss: King Rupert you 
have one minute to answer 
questions on your specialist 
subject, starting NOW: 

0: Queen Elizabeth began her 


poofy actors, ft's all there, the 
neurotic daughter-in-law , the 
boozy gran who plays the horses. 
Couldn't be better if Vd written 
the script myself. 

O: Correct. But you did write 
the script, didn't you? 

A: Certainly not! 

Q: Sorry that is not the answer 
on the card. Why do you hate 
the monarchy so much? 

A: / don't. / have the very deepest 
respect for Her Majesty as a 


Q. Correct. Which brings us to 
the thing you’re justly famous 
for, What gave you the idea of 
printing tits in a daily 
newspaper? 

4: To show the world that these 
snooty British Sheilas are quick 
enough to get their gear off if 
you hung 'em a few crisp notes, 

Q: Correct But your models 
weren't snooty, they were 
mostly very ordinary girls. 

4; Anyone with a pommie accent 
sounds snooty to me mate . 

Q: Correct. You built your 
topless models up into 
celebrities, didn't you. Why 9 

4; No choice. I mean no real 
snobbish British celebrity would 
talk to the Sun, would they, 

Q: Correct. Why was this? 

4; Because it was the paper of 
the ordinary man f alt six million 
of us. Your look-down-the-nose 
gals and snooty Sheilas won't get 
their gear off for u$ ordinary 
fellers. 

Q: Correct. Do you 
really think of your 
readers as 
ordinary guys? 

4; Yep! I made 
the paper 
especially for 
them: 

Q Correct. 

.What is the 
editorial stance 
of a paper aimed 



| exclusively at Mr 
ordinary 9 


A: Tits out for the 


lads, give us a 


blow-job luv, cor 


\ this beer tastes of 


person. / just don t like the way 
she dresses. 

Q: Correct How do you think 
she should dress? 

A: tn stockings and suspenders 
and a lacy basque getting her tits 
out for the lads on page 3! 


piss, bloody 
foreigners, why 
should he have all 
that money, so 
bloody goody 
goody on the box 
and all the time 
getting fucked up 

_ y the arse... 

Arsenal, Arsenal, 
y r Q: Correct. That 
' * sounds like the perfect 
paper for yobs 

4: Yeah, but we re afi yobs deep 
down. Tits out. bloody 
foreigners, envy. Thats human 
nature. Alt a man ready wants is 
a nice tight pussy and a warm 
place to have a shit. 

Q Correct. But human beings 
can be noble and good. 


A: Sure they can, if they control 
the basic yob in 'em they can, 
That's the civilisation you Poms 
used to he so smug about 

0 Correct. You were a great 
supporter of Mrs Thatcher. 

How did this attitude chime in 
with Tory Party policy? 

4; Same thing. 

0. I'll give you that. The 
answer on the card is they 
made it all right to be a rich 
yob. How did your ‘paper of 
the people' image fit in with 
supporting the Tories? 

4; We only supported some parts 
of Tory policy. 

Q: Correct. Which part. 

A: Wei! the bit about de¬ 
regulating TV and handing out 
licences to satellite operators 
comes to mind. 

Q: Correct. You are now an 
American citizen. How come? 

A: You have to be to own a US TV 
Station. 

Q. Correct, Before that you 
were a British Citizen. Why 
was that? 

A: it helps if you own lots of 
papers. Besides l was tired of 
bloody snivelling Oz, I wanted to 
bring the snob Brits down a peg 
or three. 

0: Correct. So why give up 
British citizenship? 

A: After Vd been there a few 
years the place wasn't worth 
pissing on. 

Q: Correct. Who . I’ve 
started so I’ll finish . . who are 
these uniformed officers 
making their way onto the 
stage carrying a strait jacket 9 
Officer Summer: We are officers 
from Her Majesty's Prison for the 
criminally insane. Hampton. The 
man in the black chair is an 
absconded paranoid 
schizophrenic named Maxwell, 
Smugnuss: You mean he is not 
Rupert Murdoch 9 
Officer Bummer. Certainly not. 
Rupert Murdoch is a decent, 
right thinking, rich man with 
many lawyers who would never 
hold nor utter the sentiments 
that have come from this nutter. 
Smugnuss. Of course. I knew 
this was not Mr Murdoch all 
the time, but I played along 
with him until you go! here._ 
Officer Cummer: Thank you Sir. 
Smugnuss: You're welcome. 
Can we have the next 
contestant please . . . 


reign loved and respected, the 
whole nation looking forward to 
a rosy new Elizabethan age. 
What was the state of the 
Monarchy in 1994? 

A: A dirty joke. 

Q: Correct. Yet there is still 
considerable interest in the 
monarchy, why is this? 

A: Cos it s the best bleedin' soap 
going mate. I mean it's tragic. 
There she was f doing so wed, 
and she ends up with one son 
who wants to be a Tampax, 
another who gets entangled with 
a topless toe-sucking tart, and 
the other one breaks bis old dads 
heart by quitting the marines and 
hanging around with a bunch of 
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continued from page 22 


began to fuck my orbs with 
more concentration than I had 
ever seen. He started to moan 
pretty damn quickly and I 
knew exactly what that meant. 
'Spunk darling. Spunk for me,' 

I moaned. A few strokes later 
he shot his love cream alt over 
my tits. He then collapsed on 
top of me and rolled over to lie 
by my side. Entwined in each 
other’s arms we both drifted off 
to sleep! 

(H.S.. Melton.) 


Lady Of The House 

Even though I have a very 
active and exciting sex life that 
doesn't mean I never have 
time for fantasy. Luckily for me 
I have a boyfriend who enjoys 
my fantasies as much as me. 
My favourite game is to 



pretend I'm the mistress in a 
house in the last century, i am 
the rich lady and my boyfriend 
is a serving lad. I lay there on 
the bed all dressed up in the 
style of the period - well, the 
underclothes at least! - and 
pretend I'm bored and 
frustrated on account of my 
husband being away. As I lay 
there I begin to play with my 
pussy, stroking my finger up 
between my sex tips and 
gently massaging my elit as it 
gets harder and harder. 

It's then that! ’notice' Steve 
watching through the door and 
jump in a mixture of anger and 
surprise. Steve as a lowly 
servant shouldn’t be peeking 
on his mistress like that and I 
order him into the room to give 
him a thorough upbraiding. 
However, I can’t help but 
notice the thick bulge in his 
trousers and finally have to tell 
him 111 overlook his indiscretion 
if I'm allowed to see what he 
has down there. He agrees 
and I unbutton his jeans to 
reveal his big stiffening prick. I 
get so excited by the sight of 



continued on page 42 
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\ Jne thing ire re all ever so keen on up at Men (hd\ is a happy. smiling gitiypops hkc Jtdut 
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Q U I Z Z L E 


throwing your wobblies! 


Are you losing it? Have you lost it recently? Will 
you be losing it in the near future? If bloody 
irritating intros like this nudge you towards 
psychosis, then read on . . - 


b) 


1. Are you driven to jump on the 
roof and bite angry tumps out of 
your chimney by people who .., 

a( tell you about their 
dreams? 

shake hands with you as 
though they're testing a 
melon? 

c) hold their noses when they 
jump into swimming-pools ? 

d) talk to you with their eyes 
closed? 

e) recycle the old wrapping- 
paper off last year’s 
Christmas presents? 

2. Do people who roll up just one 
sleeve, and wander around hotel 
foyers with their sunglasses on 
make you . 

a) gnash your teeth on the 
Richer scale? 
say things likely to get you 
thrown out of the Roman 
Catholic Church - feet first? 
plunge your head into a fire 
bucket to stop your nostrils 
exploding? 
tear horses in half? 


squeezing, lamppost-punching, 
forehead-on-the -pa vemen t- 
pounding episodes caused by 
people who try to , 


a) 

b) 

c) 

d) 

e) 


blow their noses quietly? 
laugh without showing their 
protruding front teeth? 
talk to you while you're on 
the phone to someone else? 
make out they need to use 
two hands at the urinal? 
not split infinitives? 


b) 


c) 


d) 


A tiP TH£ti, fi* M9t-f<s 

a m/&e cHewy 
■ fNTQ M Y MMTH 
auk? \nhzni vYoKe ^ 
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5, Do you consider slow-roasting 
inside the exhaust pipe of a 
Formula-one-Grand-Prix racing 
car to be too lenient a 
punishment for people who * , * 

a) wipe their palms on their 
trousers before shaking 
hands with you? 

b) wipe their palms on their 
trousers after shaking 
hands with you? 

c) wear so much perfume they 
leave vapour trails? 

d) wish you Merry Christmas 
as though they're telling you 
it's started to rain? 

e) find it necessary to 
announce the fact that 
they're going to the toilet? 



c) 


e) think Hitler wasn't such a 
bad chap, after all? 

3, Should people who tuck their 
shirts into their underpants be 
given.. * 

a} a compulsory transport-cafe 
luncheon voucher? 

b) a short sharp smack around 
the ear with a chain saw? 
cj the death penalty - twice? 
d) three seconds to leave the 
solar system? 

ej a cat-scent gland implant, 
and be left in a locked 
room with a rottweiler? 

4. Are the majority of your 
hysterical hair-tearing, 
wallpaper-ripping, dustbin- 


6 . Do people who leave just two 
inches of paper on the toilet roil 
arouse you to ... 

a) audible eyeball-cracking 
apoplexy? 

instant bowel-voiding, 
kneecap-biting fury? 
blood-bubbling, head¬ 
splitting. hair-fusing venom? 
d} tongue-ejecting, tonsil- 
bursting. fist-imploding, 
tooth-disintegrating auto¬ 
combustion? 

e) a desire to force-feed them 
a Chieftain tank? 

7. Do you consider being tied to 
the back of an XR3 driven by a 
17-year-old salesman 30 minutes 
late for an appointment with a 
blonde, nyphomaniacai 
millionairess a fit punishment for 
people who say... 

a) “Very much so” when they 
mean “Yes"? 

b) “At this moment in time' 
when they mean “Mow"? 

c) “Myself" when they mean 
“Me"? 

d) “A million and a half' when 
they mean "One and a half 
million"? 

e) "l could care less’' when 
they mean "I couldn't care 
less"? 

8. If you were ever driven to turn 
a human being inside out, inflate 
him to 8,000 pounds per square 
inch f and hammer him through a 


six-inch hole into a blast furnace 
with a splintered Mississippi 
steamboat paddle, would It 
probably be one of those people 
who ... 

a) say they'll phone you back 
in five minutes, then 
disappear off the face of the 
Earth? 

b) rattle the handles of WC 
cubicles when you’re using 
them? 

c) use scented toilet soap? 

d) can't wait for the train to 
stop before opening the 
carnage door? 

e) blame the fact that they're 
23 stones overweight on 
their glands? 

9. You are sitting in a traffic jam, 
quietly etching swastikas on the 
windscreen with your breath, 
when a man walks by, blowing 
his nose on a microscopic f 


scrunched-up piece of tissue . 
Would you like to. 

a) strap him to the rear leg of 
an incontinent elephant ? 

b) hermetically seal his bodily 
orifices, and put him on a 
diet of Coca cola and 
curried beans? 

c) coat him in porridge, and 
drop him in a pit of starving 
old age pensioners? 

d) ■ emove his internal organs 
with a billhook via his left 
nostril? 

e) make him sit through a 
slow-motion action replay of 
the South Bank Show? 

11.// any one deserved to be 
fastened inside a dwarf's 
knapsack with 83 bottles of 
anthrax ; and thrown into a 
tumble-drier aboard a World-War- 
One plane bound for Antarctica, 
do you feel it should be those 



lust when It seemed the entire world would be 
driving Japanese ‘Matchbox’ toys, Europe 
awakes, scratches Its parts, and fights the rising 
tide ef Sushi-shit... 






Take ten of the best of the new 
boys, and ask yourself what they 
have in common: Ferrari’s 
fabulous 456GT, the Fiat Punto, 
TVR Cebera, AC Ace, Porsche 
911, Aston Martin DB7, Peugeot 
306 Cabriolet, Fiat Coupe 1 , Alfa 
Romeo Spider and the BMW 
325tds. The answer, in case you 
can't spot it, is that they are all 
European. What's more, they are 
also the cars which have been 
stunning the punters in the latest 
round of motorshows. From Earls 
Court to Geneva, Frankfurt to 
Tokyo, it has been Europe’s 
motor industry which has 
Donsistently drawn both the 
prizes and the applause. 

Not, that is to say, that 
the Japanese have lost 
it completely. 

However, there’s no 
getting away from 
the fact that this 
year at least - and 
who can remember 
that last time we 
could say this? - 
Europe is way out 
in front. 

What the latest 
show is an industry 
fighting back - even 
boring old VauxhaM has 
at last stuck a V6 into 
it’s Catibra coupe. For 
more than a decade snowed 
under by an onslaught of 
Oriental excellence, Europe 
had been in retreat, but the 
times they are a-changin■ and a 
good job too. 

With the 456GT, for example, 
Ferrari has rewritten the 
supercar rulebook producing a 
car with four seats, plenty of 


room for luggage, and pin-sharp 
handling that wouldn’t shame 
itself at Monza. If any car 
capable of 197mph can 
be described as 
sensible, this one 
can. This most 
charismatic of 
Italian 
marques 


whereas many 
companies - including Jaguar, 
Mclaren, Bugatti, Ypsi Ion- 
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people who... 

a) chew the end of their 
pencils? 

b) chew the end of other 
people’s pencils? 

c) ask who you are by 
demanding, "And your 
name is? 1 ’? 

d) come and stand behind you 
while you're choosing a 
library book? 

e) insist on taking their fair 
share of teg room on the 
train? 

10. The England cricket selectors 
are meeting to choose their team 
for the next test , and you are just 
delivering the hatpin to them ; 
when a man sucking the earpiece 
of his spectacles approaches, 
drums his fingers on your car 
roof t and says '‘You can't park 
there sunshine." In an ideal 
world f would he he .,. 





placed in a half-empty tin of 
Kattomeat, and shaken? 

b) put on the first manned 
flight to Alpha Centauri with 
a one way ticket? 

c) dropped from 30,000 feet, 
nose-first into a family of 
17's chemical toilet, and 
artificially resuscitated by a 
camel with terminal halitosis? 


e) 


impaled on a bed of nails 
while his teeth are de¬ 
scaled by a victim of 
Parkinson's disease with a 
pneumatic drill? 
bent over at the waist, fitted 
with a posterior funnel, and 
placed in the path of 
Hailey's Comet? 


12. You are driving to the bank to 
replace the money you lost after 


your girlfriend, the heiress, 
emptied your wallet down the 
toilet before throwing you out of 
her mansion because she'd found 
somebody else called Kevin. 
Suddenly lightening strikes your 
car, runs along the steering 
wheel and melts your new Gucci 
watch, making you swerve over a 
hedgehog being led across the 
road by a seven foot tall animal 
lover with a machete. Having 
pledged hall your coming patch 
to change the faulty tyre in the 
rain, when a man saunters over, 



Famaha, 
Cizeta-Moroda and 
Lister - can build a single 
limited-appeal supercar in 
limited numbers, only one can 
^consistently design, develop and 
sell an entire range of beautiful, 
effective and desirable cars. 

The Ferrari will cost you 
around £150,000 and you’ll have 
to wait three years. By contrast 


he Fiat 
Coupe and new 
Ufa Spicier have cost 
b Italians almost £18 
billion but you’ll only have to 
wait a few months for them, 
investing such a sum to renew its 
entire range, Fiat (which owns 
Ferrari, as welt as Alfa, Lancia, 
Maserati, Innocenti, and virtually 
the entire motor industry), is set 
to launch some stunners. 

BMW's biggest surprise is the 
325tds~a diesel car you’d 
actually want to drive. Largely 
ignored by Japan, the diesel is 
clearly here to stay, and the oil- 


i timing 
learner is the 
esf I'd ever driven, 
■very bit as quick, and just 
as civilised, as its petrol-engined 
sister, it's also good for about 
50mpg thanks to an intercooled 
turbo and the kind of engineering 
integrity one expects from BMW. 

From TVR, of course, one 
never knows what to expect 
although year on year they 
certainly deliver the goods. 
Britain’s largest independent car 
manufacturer, but still a tiny 
player on the world stage, they 
continue to baffle with an 
amazingly wide range of world- 
class, truly remarkable, truly 
affordable, and truly l-do-want- 
one sportsters. The four-seater 
Derbera was without doubt the 
car of the show at Earls Court. 


But that's 
not all they had 
lo shout about, having 
for years relied on the tried 
and tested Land Rover V8, the 
company is now developing a Ft- 
style state-of-the-art on of its 
own and. It has now been 
confirmed, a V12. 

Such development and growth 
has not been quite so evident at 
Aston Martin, but signs suggest 
that at last one of motoring's 
greatest names is about to get its 
house in order. The DB7 heralds a 
new dawning for the company. 
Smaller and a damn sight nicer 
looking than the existing line-up 
of Aston behemoths, it also 
promises of be somewhat more 
affordable at around £B0K. That 
doesn’t sound particularly cheap, 
but the current Vantage would 
cost you double and then some. 

Worth waiting for? I think so. 
One way and another, it’s been a 
great year for Europe, and if you 
ask the experts, next year’s 
going to be even better. 
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— $ e g cock I cant resist 

- . -a it a lick and before long 

giving it a thoroughly good 
- : jcking t breaking off 
: seasonally to say things like, 
On God, isn’t it terrible I 
should be sucking your cock? 1 , 
-- ngs like that - it's more of a 
:urn-on the more we get into it, 
especially when Steve will say. 
That's a mighty wet cunt you 
nave there, Ma'am. You want 
me to fuck you?' And of course 

I say, 'Oh how terrible that 
would be!' as I spread my 
thighs for his huge cock and 
net him slide into me. it always 
ends up in a tremendous fuck 
that leaves me gasping with 
utter delight. I can't believe I’m 
being ravished by this low- 
class guy and it drives me 
crazy - I climax over and over! 

Do any other readers 
indulge in this kind of fun? Why 
not write to Men Only if you do. 

II might give me a few ideas! 

(S.E., Kidderminster.) 

Cucumber Sandwich 

Sir: My girlfriend and I love to 
play sexy forfeit games to turn 
us on for sex. It doesn't matter 
what the game is, we've done 
it with cards, spinning the 
bottle and even kids games 
like ludo. The whole point is 



tuts, and says ‘ Still, not to 
worry, eh?’ 1 Without being silly 
about this, do you believe he 
should be . *. 

a) sent to Coventry? 

b) sent to Cleethorpes? 

c) sliced into 36 pieces and 
jumped on by a man with 
hobnailed boots who's just 
walked across a field of 
incontinent cows? 

d) dapped in treacle and glued 
by the mouth over an ant's 
nest? 

e) nailed to the back of a 
female blue whale during 
the mating season? 

How did you score? 
a.5 b.10 c.O d,1 e.20 

0-1 You're totally untroubled by 
other people's aggravating 
little foibles. Their 
idiosyncrasies annoy you not 
at all. And if there's an irritating 
habit capable of making you 
angry, it's yet to be discovered. 
2-3 Oh dear. Some people's 
habits inevitably get on your 
nerves, and you have to 
retaliate somehow. But tying a 
chap's ear to a helicopter 
rotor blade because he drives 


a Volvo is decidedly and 
categorically wrong] You ought 
to tie his genitals to it, you fool. 
4-5 You're the sort of person 
who puts the aaargh! into 
reaction, and the mental into 
temperamental. You're touchy, 
short-tempered, and inclined 
to resort to violence bordering 
on the homicidal when 
confronted by awkward. 
stupid, idle, dull, or inept 
people. For goodness sake 
don't go and watch England 
play a Test match. 

6-10 Just because you've 
gained a relatively low score 
doesn't mean you're not 
oversensitive, temperamental 
and dangerously psychotic. It 
just means I'm too scared to 
tell you that you are. 

11-30 Choleric, captious, 
cantankerous - you lose your 
rag more often than an absent- 
minded charlady; your skins 
thinner than a bus driver's 
smile; and you're able to bear 
fewer people than a eunuch. 
But you don't worry. There are 
ways to reduce this vehement 
limb-amputating antipathy you 
feel towards the people you 
come into daily contact with. 


Have you ever considered 
actually moving from Wales, 
for instance.? 

51-75 You're scathingly 
intolerant of anyone you 
disapprove of. You lecture, 
lambaste and disparage 
people who don't hold your 
point of view. And you issue 
dire threats to those who might 
not behave as you see fit, t 
suppose we should be grateful 
you only give a couple of 
sermons a week. Vicar. 

76-100 You may have a temper 
that goes off faster than a 
dock worker at home time, but 
controlling your reaction to 
irritating people is not 
insurmountable, it's simply a 
question of counting to ten. 
Backwards, from 18 million. 
101-150 Great! You're one of 
the few people fearless and 
forthright enough not to 
restrain their true reactions to 
the nuisances of this world. 
You're open and honest and 
natural. I'm sure it's only a 
matter of time before you get 
used to prison food, 

151-200 Look, maybe it wasn't 
such a good idea to attempt 
this quiz on a Monday morning. 



that the loser has to do 
whatever the winner wants. 

You won't need me to tell 
you that this really suits the 
guy best, because when I win 
there are stacks of sexy 
positions I want to put her 
through, but she doesn't have 
so many fantasies like that 
about me. She's much more 
interested in letting me win, 

Many's the evening I've 
thumbed through the pages of 
Men Qn!y r looking for a really 
sexy pose to get her to copy. I 
love to see her dress up like 
the models and lay back, 
looking herself in the mirror, ail 
intent to pull her pussy lips 
open in just the same way as 
your models do. And then she 


continued on page 64 
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\arlearphrsirkt Carta I'enumdez is 1 h who x leading expert on the particle arc* h 
She ran smash a nucleus at 500 yank, carries enough Plutonium in her hand ha a tn 
destroy the western World and k currently working on a fusion generator that trill *uf 
the entire \ menran continent with electrical power until the year 5000. 
f /{fortunately she's 52. (30 \-3()-'iSJ has her legs on the wrong way up and suffer* / r 
terminal saggy" bottom, so who cares about herf 

t his t aria Fernandez is the world's leading expert on getting drunk. Utkins her m rh 
in an Italian restaurant* getting the waiters to cover her all over in warm. semtuon 
spaghetti ( arbonara and then In k if all ojj. 

U el! she did it once. I mean it's rety difficult ta lire that sort of thins down. ■ * at 
Proving, onee and for all that there is stieh a thing as a free hatch '30U-23-5** 
























































































































MEN ONLY 49 







































The countryside in irinter may ha a place of frosty 
beauty, bat it's also a hotbed of lusty young 
hot toms in light jodhpurs all bonking, straining 
and hearing on an massire scale. And you thought 
it teas just Huntin'. Shoalin' and luckin'... 


Hot to trot! 


Galloping furiously 
through the morning 
mist, hooves a- 
thundering, bumcakes a- 
wiggfing . * * Yes, it can 
only be the British 
horsewoman, But what 
of the seductress in the 
saddle? We asked three 
devoted lady riders to 
explain the appeal . - * 


and sex are two things 1 firmly 
believe go hand-in-hand." 

"Yes, I have quite an 
aggressive personality, 
someone once even described 
me as'stern', but I'm sure I'm: 
not that bad Yet I know what t 
want and when I want 
something I usually know how 
to go about getting it, I nde 
hard and I like to screw hard. 
One of my earliest sexual 
encounters was with the lad 
who mucked out the stables 


ARABELLA (26, educated 
at Bedales, engaged): 

"Horses have always been in 
the family, as it were, and I've 
adored them ever since I was 
of an age to get in the saddle 
I rode all through my teens 
and even when 1 discovered 
boys I still rode - in fact, riding 


on daddy's estate - William 
was his name, a handsome 
strapping lad about 21, three 
years older than me. Well I'd 
seen the way he was looking 
at me every time 1 got saddled 
up tor a ride and I knew that 
basically 1 only had to say the 
word and he was mine. So, 
one morning I'd been for a 
damn good gallop and 
returned to the stables to find 
William there as usual and. 
well. I don't know what 
happened - something 
snapped and before I knew it I 
was all over the chap . 

"It was the first time I'd ever 
experienced this incredible 
surge of sexual excitement, yet 
I was in complete control. He 
was already hard by the time l 
extracted his thing from his 


breeches and l simply ripped 
off my joddies and straddled 
him like he was a 
thoroughbred stallion, riding 
his cock and telling him 
throughout to do it to me 
harder and harder, I'd 
experimented sexually n the 
past and got an awful ! ot of 
satisfaction from doing so b_/ 
now it seenned I d b scove r ec 
exactly what 1 was sexua >■ 
which was the sod o' vvoma r 
who wants to work me 





































partner hard - very similar to 
the way I ride, really: I'm 
famous for pushing my mounts 
to the limit. I certainly worked 
William welt, not just that day 
but for many months 
afterwards until, of course, 
daddy found out and my poor 
William had to go 
"But In my fiance, Giles, I 
feel I've maybe met my match. 
He's just as tough as me and 
when it comes to screwing it's 
simply perfect. Like me, he's 
mad keen on riding. You feel 
so invigorated, ready for 
almost anything - which is 
very handy as the moment 
Giles gets a glimpse of me all 
tooled up in my riding gear, he 
becomes a right randy stoat 



and promptly wants me to give 
his thing a damn good gobble 
Loves me to do it wearing ail 
the clobber, too, preferably 
somewhere out of doors, such 
in the tack room of the stables.' 

,J Mind you, l can't say 1 mind 
an awful lot, as Giles does 
have a rather splendid thing, 
even if I say so myself. Every 
so often - especially if I've had 
a particularly strenuous gallop 
- I'll peel down my joddies and 
tell him to give me a thorough 
rogering from behind. The 
dirtier the better, that's what I 
say. I want him to be my 
stallion, to thrust into me like a 
beast while I call him all sorts 
of filthy names the whole time. 
Then I love him to spunk all 
over my bottom and rub it in 
with the end of his tool. 
Sometimes \ pull up my 
breeches immediately after 
he’s come so I can walk 
around feeling his sticky mess 
upon my arse. Glorious!" 


The A-Z of Outdoor Pursuits 

If you thought the country life was just huntin’, 
shootin* and fishin’ you’d be sorely wrong - Here f our 
field sports co-respondent, HARRIS TWEED, expertly 
guides you through the lesser-known pastimes of the 
great British outdoors . * - 


ASSAULT & BATTERY: A 

common country pastime, oft- 
practised by hunt marshals, 
farmers and farm-hands, 
usually around about 11.15 on 
Friday night, just after the 
pubs close 

BUMWATCHING: A 

summer pursuit centred 
around wheat fields on sunny 
days when enthusiasts (know'" 
as ‘Switchers' due to the r 
spasmodic hand movements i 
gather to observe the cur ou$ 


phenomenon of the seasonal 
glutimus maximi ns r 'g and 
falling in sweet harmony 
usually accompanies c> me 
shrills cries of ’Umrr mahhhh 
'0oooo! f and 'Bleec n e o 
gotta corn-stalk in me 
condom! !P 
CORN CIRCLES: - 
nocturnal sport, occm r,r g 
when, after 16 pints of 0 de 
Sheepshagger's XXX C ,cer a 
gang of locals descent: joon 
the nearest arab'e fie c r: try 
and walk home, leavrg 
bizarre imprints and 
configurations in the sampled 
corn. Once the hangover s 
worn off they ring the tac o os 
with tales of little gree^ men 
etc. and loads of blokes m 
beards believe them Ohe~ 
mistakably attributed to me 
effects of Bumwatching rq •, i 
DOG SHOOTING: e e 

sheep farmers shoot cogs for 
“makin moi sheep warned A 
real favourite 

EURO-CREAMING: Not a 

quick Barclays over a 
Scandinavian jazz mag. Euro- 
Creaming is one of the most 
popular countryside games r 
existence. To play, one must 
own a farm, then apply for as 
many thousands of Ecus in 
grants as humanly possible 
before pissing off to Benioorm 
with that shapely lass who 
does the milking. Then one 



should write to one's MR on 
the subject of how hard it is for 
farmers to make a living 
FUCK INTOWNIES: As 
played in small village pubs 
everywhere. Upon spotting a 
strange face at the oar the 
entire company gathers at the 
otner end of the saloon and 
goes eerily silent. The first one 
To mutter ‘Fuckintownies! 1 in an 
n decipherable accent loses. 
GREBE-BAITING: Each 
Spring the majestic Grebe 

returns to the marshes 
at Nether Flatulence, 
Somerset. And since 
1387 every male over 
21 dresses up in a suit 
of cord wain and goes 
to the marsnes at dawn 
to lower their trousers 
and wave their genitals 
at the grebes while 
shouting out rude and 
abusive taunts. 

HIDE AND SEEK: 
Unlike its metropolitan 
namesake, rural hide and seek 
is only played once a year, 
usually coinciding with visits 
from Inland Revenue officials 
wanting to know about those 
Beni dorm holidays (see: Euro- 
Creaming). 

INNKEEPER’S 


DAUGHTER: This charming 
game is played among the 



young lads of the village and 
consists of seeing wno can get 
the local publican's teenage 
daughter up the duff the 

111 r* k & 

JODRELL BANK: A sport 
favoured by the losers in 
Innkeeper's Daughter 

KNOCKER DAV: An East 
Anglian tradition where the 
eldest village resident calls at 
the home of any comely 
maiden aged 17-25 and. upon 
rapping her 'knocker 1 , 
promptly gives her boobs a 
good feel before hurrying off 
as fast as his zimmer frame will 
carry him. No-one knows why, 
but then, what the hell? 
LICENSE DUPING: In which 
villagers stake out a grotty 
section of riverbank and, upon 
spying a ‘townie’ settling down 
to fish there, promptly emerge 
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from the bushes demano nr :: 
see the angler's license a" a 
thereafter extorting a chame 
of £150 for the right to c a 
one’s float in three foot o' 
chemical effluent and cater 
discarded wellies, condoms 
and DDT containers. 
MAYPOLING: A symbolic 
phallus is erected at a 
prominent spot in the village 
Male villagers then dress in 
daft costumes and dance 
around it all day competing for 
the sexual favours of the 'May 
Queen’, who ’may' or 'may’ not 
give them one. 

NEW AGE TRAVELLERS: 

A colourful tribe of nomadic 
folk who wander from police 
roadblock to police roadblock, 
distinguishable by their gaudy 
modes of transport, knotted 
hair and the suspicious 
aromatic smell trailing in their 
wake. Much loved by other 
country-dwellers who 
discharge their shotguns in joy 
at their every approach 
ODOUR-WAFT: Not to be 
confused with the above, this 
pastime is much-practised by 
pig farmers who compete with 
each other to see who can 
spread the stench of porcine 
shit over the greatest mileage, 
a practice defended by the 
excuse: "But it jus’ be the 
smell o' the country, don’t it?" 
PENIS-WASHING: Unheard 
of. A myth. 

QUIM'SKIMMING: 

Witnessed every May 6 on the 
millpond at Muff ton St 
Smegma. Sussex. Unwed 
females of the village remove 
their undergarments and slide 
down the gnarled and knotted 
oak in the vicarage garden in 
the hope it will bring them luck 
in love. It doesn't, but they 
have plenty of fun trying. 
RUTTING SEASON: The 
period between the end of the 
harvest and the opening of the 
pubs in which the local males 
attempt to couple with any 
passing female Awesome 
feats have been known; in 
1759 one Jethro Plungge of 
Tavistock impregnated 26 
maidens, 6 widows and the 
village blacksmith between 
five and seven in the evening 
SHEEP-WORRYING: Now 
mostly done by dogs, though 
in certain areas the traditional 
size 14 Wellington boot 
method still holds sway - 
mostly in Wales. 

TUPPING OF THE MAID: 
An old-established trad i on 
still adhered to in some areas 



























ti :~e son of the local 
-a- - r ao Sneikh 
;er: a:es n 5 initiation into 
"'5*"“;ca b, sneaking up 
t' "*e maid while she's 
_ : ■ ' 2 - the Green Room 
= op ng her a length from 
; ^d, Traditionally followed 

■e ^onths later by the more 
; temporary 'Denial of the 
-atemity Suit'. 

UNDIE-COMPARING: Ante 
■Exacted by the elder women of 
me v 1 age after a younger, 
more attractive maiden is seen 
;e ' ; y crimson satin-look 
crutchless panties from her 
washing line, Often associated 
with other staples of rural life 
e. The Twitching of the Net 
Curtains, The Visit of the 
Milkman etc, 
VERGE-DRAPING: A 
colourful year-round pastime 
where passing travellers 
attempt to add colour to the 
local flora by artfully festooning 
the byways with gaudy 
decorations fashioned from 
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GWENDOLINE (22, 
educated at private 
school, single): Being 
brought up in the country you 
can hardly avoid mingling with 
the horsey set but that's just 
fine with me as I have a 
passion for riding and try to 
get into the saddle as often as 
my job in Leicester allows me 
The people I hang around with 
aren’t the real upper crust, 
more your Young Farmers 
types - l suppose some would 
call them 'Hooray Henrys'. but 
they're nothing like that at all." 

"Well, like I said, horse riding 


girl, Fiona, was so drunk she 
passed out midway through, 
which meant I had all of these 
lovely boys to myself - at one 
point I was even trying to get 
two hard-ons in my mouth 
together It really was that kind 
of night l disgraced myself 
utterly 

'But I wouldn't say that was 
my craziest night. That was 
after a Young Farmers' bash in 
Hampshire. It was held on this 


is my number one passion. All 
that about how it can turn girls 
on? That's all true! At least it is 
in my case . . , there's 
something about the heat of a 
horse underneath you and the 
rhythm of riding that I find 
impossible to resist I don’t 
know whether I should mention 
this, but I'm sure the first time I 
ever experienced anything like 
an orgasm was on horseback, 

It was a lovely feeling and. 
umm, it certainly roused my 
curiosity as to whether I could 
get the same feeling from 
riding men! 

"We have done some crazy 
things, my friends and me - 1 
recall once a little orgy 
occurring in the back of a 
Range Rover parked in a field 
near Wigston Parva. There 
were six of us, four boys and 
two girls and I've never had 
such a naughty time. The other 


Xoihittg like u damn good bang', eh? 

Country pursuits? Well, we couldn’t present this 
overview of rural life without mentioning that staple 
of country existence i.e. the sport whereby various 
rich types blast the hell out of innocent, defenceless 
little animals with large-gauge weaponry . . . 


sandwich wrappers, dayglo 
condoms. Marks & Spencer 
ladies underwear and so on. 
WHOPPER-OGLE: A rural 
pub game. An impressively- 
mammaried young barmaid 
sheds her bra and veils her 
firm heaving appendages with 
the sheerest of blouses The 
patrons then attempt to follow 
her bulging bosom from one 
end of the bar to other without 
rupture, dangerously high 
blood pressure or eyestrain. 

He who ejaculates first is 
deemed the loser 
X-RATED: Unseemly 
perversion Sex with your 
wellies on 

YOKEL-RAMMING: A high 
spirited game in which youths 
from the new urban overspill 
estate commandeer a Capri 
XLi and cruise the lanes in 
search of an octogenarian 
farmer on a 1932 tractor with a 
view to causing him to crash 
into a ditch. Oft-followed by 
repercussions when said 
farmers ten sons appear on 
the scene (see: Assault and 
Battery q.v.) 

ZYDER: A foaming narcotic 
brew derived from apples and 
responsible for premature 
blindness, ejaculation and all 
of the above practices. 


There are those namby-pamby 
environmental types who say 
that, what with one being 
chairman of the WWF (Why 
Waste Fire-power?) it is 
contrary to the stated 
goals of same for one to 
be seen blasting away 
with heavy artillery upon 
the grouse moors of 
England and Scotland 
every 12th of August. 

After all. they say, if one 
is truly committed to 
protecting wildlife is it 
correct that, come the 
eighth month of the year one 
should be seen unloading 
more ordnance than was 
dumped on Baghdad in order 
to bring down a fowl the size 
of a medium-sized starling? 
Naturally, such peacenik 
johnnies don’t understand the 
true meaning of sport, which 
has always been to achieve 


the complete and utter 
destruction of one's opponent, 
Now, I hear you say, this 
leads us into something of a 


conundrum, does it not?- 
grouse not being overly 
equipped with twelve-bore 
shotguns and heat-seeking 
laser-guided missiles. Here, 
however, if grouse appear at 
first glance to be somewhat 
impoverished in terms of 
heavy weaponry, that's not to 
say they aren't working on 










underwear, Nearby local with 
eight-inch tongue volunteers 
to join class struggle. 

2.15 p.m: Half-hour 
indoctrination of local in stall 


pm ringing in our ears. Fight 
the capitalist demons, 
brother h! 

8,20 a.m: Camper breaks 
down on Watford Gap slip 
road, Justin blames running 
dogs of automotive despotism 
at VW service garage. Forced 
to hitch a ride - we don't need 
no stinking pollution-spreading 
combustion! ! I Get a lift from 
sixteen-wheeler articulated 
lorry carrying frozen beef. 
Harangue driver on the 
inherent injustice of the 
carnivore-based society only 
to have him comment of the 
attractiveness of my boobs 
and request shag. Give him 
one in the hope that 
interpersonal contact will lift 
the shackles of status quo 
from his mind. Result: he 
spunks on my arse and offers 
me a Rothmans. 

9-45 a.m: Make contact with 
Sub-Cadre A of the Class 
Action Revolutionary 
Committee for the Overthrow 
of Tyranny. His name is Julian. 
He has brought the aniseed 
drag and together we seek to 
subvert the cruelty of the 
upper echelons by laying false 
trails around the environs of 
the hunt at Little Guimbley. 

This will 
confound the 
r fascist sexist 

brutes!!! 

4 JlTj 9.48 a.m: 

Julian 
wonders 
whether! 

A lim W0LJ,C * 9 ive 

him a tit-wank 
in the name of 
fjmL revolutionary 

l JfK s \ comracesh p 

It.15a.m: 

Finally 
con front the 

murderous swines in their lair: 
otherwise known as the 'Pig 
and Whistle 1 . Little Quimbley. 
Storm the front 
portals of their 

OJfkei wavir ; HH| 

o a i ’ n e 1 IWBBjl 

arii SHI 

i ■ pen a 

slogans smell JHBfl 

man in tweeds ... F : " 

iorms HVl ; 

hunt was last 

Sunday Damn the „«* 

curnmg bast arcs 1 
D am 

to hell!!! Jb^ 

12.00 p.m: Are 

joined by the fellow 
comrades, having 
fixed the fan belt of the VW 
camper with a passing 
wimmen driver's stocking One 

_ hour debate on 

1 sexism ends 

^4 wiih me bar ng 

8|y' r 1 m V va 3 ina ‘ n 

■ proof of my 

"‘Mr i liberation from 

. the constricted 
^ ^ consumerist/ 

materialistic 

i j* bonds of 


Slick it u 
yer hunt! 


While the ancient 
pastimes of the 
countryside are ail very 
well and good, there are 
some who feel such 
practices are outdated T 
bestial and cruel . In 
particular, fox-hunting 
has come under fire from 
so-called ‘hunt 
saboteurs’. With this in 
mind, MO charted a 
typical day of tabbing’ in 
the company of one such 
rtghUon Ms , . . 

5.00 a.m: Return home from 
all-night rave in aid of armless 
Chilean cod-weavers with 


of wimmens' toilet ends with 
orgasmic vindication of 
socialist principles (and 
copious spunking over fanny). 
Retire for more snakebite and 
contemplation of the ultimate 
workers' utopia. 

3.30 p.m: Pub closes. 

Adjourn with several local 
man/persons to discuss the 
conundrum of emancipation of 
Peruvian doily-makers vis-a-viz 
the breakdown of Communism 
in Eastern Europe. Thorough 
exchange of opinions ensues, 
both oral and penetrative. 
Experience subtle 
transformation from calculated 
reason to orgasmic bliss and 


fellow's farm, he had a 
marquee there and the later t 
got the wilder things became 
There were people screwing in 
the mud outside the tent and 
then the bloke whose party it 
was suddenly appeared on 
this wonderful bay mare 
absolutely starkers - the bloke 
not the horse! He wanted to 
know who fancied riding with 
him and l was the only one 
who said yes. I just didn't care, 

I stripped off and clambered 
up and off we went - talk 

something during the closed 
season - one constantly hears 
rumours concerning geese 
and their capacity to master 
the basics of thermonuclear 
detonation. So always follow 
the shooting code below: 

1; Hip flasks are completely 
non-one: a large bottle of 
Glenfiddich malt warmed by 
the thighs of a Papua New- 
Guinean serving wench is 
highly acceptable. 

2: Never aim one's shotgun at 
a fellow marksman - unless he 
is from slanty-eyed Nipponese 
corporation (in which case 
they always have about fifteen 
replacements back at the 
"packed Tokyo HQ), 

3: Do avoid blasting one's 
relatives, however much one 
might feel inclined to do so. 

4: Never shoot representatives 
of the tabloid press with a 
twelve-bore a 9mm Uzi will 
more than suffice. 

5 : Anyone with a beard is fair 
game (nine times out of ten 
they’ll be some bally hippy 
environmentalist trying it on, 
so who cares?) 


'man/person-friend’ Justin. 
Half-hour ideological debate 
as to whether blow-job 
constitutes imperialistic male 
domination before reaching 
consensus view that sixty-nine 
represents ideal stasis 
between sexes, Make Justin 
go wash his cock. 

7.00 a.m: Set off to 
contribute to struggle of 
indigenous fox population 
against fascist ruling class 
hegemony. We strive for the 
freedom of the countryside! 
Leave Kentish Town squat in 
Justin's VW Camper, pausing 
only to firebomb newsagent in 
protest at Sunday tabloid 
oppression of the workers. 
Depart with Asian owner 
yelling something about him 
working from 4 a.m, till 10.30 


waving hands in air shouting 
Pork me! Pork me!' Reject 
vegetarian principles in 
preference to carnal instincts. 
7.30 p.m: Decide to settle in 
village and open second kiln. 
Contact good old Barclays 
Bank. Throw scuffed DMs and 
ripped jeans in bin. Study 
Laura Ashley catalogue very 
carefully. Phone Mummy and 
dearest Daddy at their 
fabulous country estate. 


MEN ONLY 55 














Follow the 
cun try co tie!! 

The countryside is not 
one bloody great Alton 
towers for you townies 
to play around in. It’s a 
workplace, a factory, 
where we farmers labour 
to keep anything from 
growing so we can get 
rich on fat EC subsidies. 
By all means enjoy the 
country, if you must, but 
do follow the Country 
Code - or else! 


was where I met Susan. She 
was quite older than me, in her 
early thirties, tall, red-haired, 
very powerful and her body 
was so beautiful I could hardly 
take my eyes off her. In her 
riding togs she was glorious, 
every inch the sort of woman 
I'd dream about. She owned 
the stables with her husband 
and was happy to have me 
working there as she knew 
someone as mad about horses 
as me was just the type of 
person they needed.'’ 

"Anyway, the first few weeks 
were torture. Just being 


stood there I saw her looking 
at me in a funny way. I asked 
her what she was looking at 
and that’s when she dropped 
the bombshell and told me 
she suspected I fancied her. 

“I just went scarlet,, which 
gave the game away 
instantly, but Susan didn't 
seem in the least offended 
She just asked, Is this a 
crush, or do you really prefer 
women?' J don’t know what I 
said, but I remember her 
taking me into her arms and 
kissing me full on the mouth, 
really hard - I'll never forget it. 


When in the country, please: 

* Keep off of my fucking land! 
ft If walking through a 
shooting area, run like fuck! If 
you can jink and swerve as 
you run, do so, you'll make a 
more interesting target. 

ft Take your used condoms 
home with you! Farm animals 
may eat discarded rubbers, 
and there's nothing worse than 
bouncing cow shit. 

* Use Vaseline when 
buggering the sheep - to do 
otherwise constitutes a fire 
risk. 

ft Don’t hurl cow pats within 
200 yards of a public footpath. 
ft Don’t stray off public rights 
of way - you'll get blood all 
over the man traps. 
ft Beware of the Alsation - he's 
a German Porno star trained to 
fuck anything in an anorak. 
ft Ladies you are not free to 
bonk the bull - it's £150 a 
service, pay at the farmhouse. 
ft Don't screw in the woods, 
do it in the open where we can 
watch 

ft Leave farm machinery 
alone. A combine is not 
suitable for shaving your 
pubes 
And finally 

OKeep off of my fucking land! 

about riding bareback! God 
knows how long we rode, it 
was so exhilarating 1 simply 
couldn't notice where we were 
or anything - everything was 
just so unreal and I was 
getting incredibly randy. Well, 
with my quim rubbing on the 
horse's back what do you 
expect? My arms were around 


this bloke's back and when I 
slid them lower I found he had 
the biggest erection, so I held 
on to that instead. As foreplay 
goes it was pretty unusual, but 
when we finally stopped right 
out in the middle of nowhere 
there was no doubting we 
were both up for it. I II never 
forget that fuck - under a 
chestnut tree, in the moonlight, 
with the mare sweating from 
carrying us standing a few 
yards away. It was just like a 
dream, only . . it wasn't!" 


RACHEL {21, educated 
at boarding school, 
single): "I wasn’t aware I was 
lesbian until I was about 17 or 
18. Of course. I'd had these 
feelings that something was 
different about me. 1 lost my 
virginity at 16 to a boy from the 
village who'd done the same 
for several of the other girls at 
my boarding school. After that 
I'd had a few boyfriends, but 
things had never felt quite 
right, I knew I wanted to be 
with a woman sexually and it 
bothered me a lot, especially 
being a vicar's daughter." 

ll ! was at college and during 
the vacation I returned home 
and went to work at the riding 
stables in the next village. That 


around Susan and seeing her 
every day was hell . I must 
have masturbated every night, 
sometimes I'd sneak off during 
the day - that's how bad it got. 
Then we had a quiet day and 
Susan asked me if I fancied 
accompanying her for a ride. 
We seemed to ride for hours, 
but all I could look at was 
Susan's wonderful bum there 
in front of me. The ache 
between my thighs was 
something chronic - I'd felt 
these kinds of sensations 
when riding before, but never 
quite as bad.” 

"Then Susan pulled up 
beside a stream and 
dismounted so the horse could 
drink, I followed suit and as we 
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Everything happened so 
orally - Susan undressed 
we lay down in the 
adow grass and 1 dosed 
m, eyes as she started to kiss 
all over, taking my nipples 
• :o her mouth and giving them 
aach a tong slow lingering 
s.ck before she moved lower 

■ - .vhere I’d already parted my 

■ ■ ghs in readiness, As she 
~ade love to me with her lips 
fmd tongue 1 had to pinch 

" . self to convince myself it 
. as happening - she was 
■arneaj after ail! But it was 
appening, my orgasm told 
"e that. As Susan steadily 
■: - gued my clitoris, my bum 
r:ned off the grass and I felt 
ee ngs I'd never felt before. 

■ £= the earth really did move!' 1 

^nen she took me in her 
rms and we rolled together in 
. grass The next thing I 
■ -was doing it for her and 
£' oody was everything I ever 
••agmed, soft and sensual, 

■£'ally the woman of my 
■£~:asies Now I knew what I 
as and, to be honest, I have 
; say that it was the best day 
_■ my whole life so far ,. n 


Flaunting 
your tackle! 

Avon catting! And down 
in the West Country 
strange carnal capers 
are afloat as MO 
investigates a 
controversy that is 
threatening to rock the 
sleepy world of angling 
to its very foundations . 

It's everyone's idea of rural 
bliss: a lazy warm afternoon, 
the chiming of a distant church 
bell, the gentle 
bobbing of the 
punt in the 
tranquil waters 
of some isolated 
stretch of river 
... and a 
gorgeously 
naked, full- 
breasted 
seductress 
fiddling with 
your tackle. 

Sounds too 
good to be true, 
doesn’t it? But in the depths of 
the Gloucestershire 
countryside this fantasy comes 
to life as stunning auburn- 
haired temptress, Rita Rood, 
indulges in her most personal 
fantasy: nude fishing 
“It began with my late 
husband, Bud," reveals the 24- 
year-old housewife from the 
small village of Mango 
Chutney. "He was a keen 
fisherman and many was the 
time we'd spend a relaxing day 
on the lower reaches of the 
Avon, me reclining aft in the 
nuddy save for my waders 
while Bud dangled his tackle in 
the water, hoping for a nibble." 

Rita and Bud's carnal 
angling antics were not, 
however, merely confined to 
themselves, "Oh no, many was 
the time we'd drift along and 
happen upon some fellow 
anglers," Rita continues. "They 
were usually most delighted to 


see us. After staring at the 
same stretch of water for hours 
on end it made a pleasant 
break in the routine to see a 
punt go past bearing a couple 
in full sexual congress, 
including oral, soixante-neuf 
and occasionally kinky frolics 
involving a catch net and a 
thermos of chocolate 
milkshake, Some would even 
join in - I shall certainly never 
forget that afternoon of 
hedonistic pleasure just south 
of Nether Stoppinham with two 
wonderful joiners from 
Saltcoats. Not only did I 
achieve full vaginal and clitoral 
orgasm more times than I can 
remember, but Bud also reeled 
in a 121b carp, which we then 
mounted . .in the bathroom." 

However, Rita and Bud's 
porny punting pleasures were 


to lead to tragedy. "It was two 
years ago last August.' recalls 
Rita Bud and I were floating 
along a tributary of the Severn 
practising mutual masturbation 
when, without warning, a 
fisherman on the far oank cast 
his line across our bows, He 
was using the newfangled 
triple-sharpened titanium hook 
and the results were 
disastrous. I was experiencing 
my third orgasm when I heard 
Bud scream in a curiously 
high-pitched tone and opened 
my eyes just in time to see him 
disappear over the side 
member first, as the angler, 
thinking he had got a bite, 
reeled him in. Alas. Bud 
became caught in a freak 
whirlpool and the undercurrent 
took him all the way down to 
the Severn Bore." 

But this tragic incident has 
not dampened Ritas 
enthusiasm for overborne 


rurnpo. Far from it: '1 know that 
Bud would be delighted to see 
I’m carrying on our most 
favourite pastime," she tells us 
“I often heave to at a 
secluded bank to chat with my 
pals, share coffee, hints on 
bait and.three-way genital 

stimulation. 
They like to 
display their 
rods to me 
and, likewise, 

I love to test 
the tautness 
of their line If, 
as they say, 
angling is 
Britain's 
number one 
sport then 1 
like to think 
i r m 

combining it with the number 
two favourite!" 

Rita's fondness for fishing 
fun, though, is not universally 
appreciated. Syd l Galoshes' 
Lomax. President of the Avon 
and Somerset Angling & 

Shove Ha'penny Society, is on 


record as condemning Rita as 
a menace to ail decent 
fishermen': "It's all very well 'n 
good for this bit o’ bum to 
come floating down the river 
on 'er punt, a-flauntin' of 'er 
parts," he fumed, "but some o' 
us see angling as a relaxing 
occupation, a time for calm 
meditation on life, the cosmos 
an' the miserable fortunes of 
Bristol Rovers. Besides. Mrs 
Rudd's condoms are a positive 
hazard to the Bream 
population an' the less said 
'bout her use o' battery- 
operated g-spot stimulation 











Polo: I he 
mount with 
the hole!!! 

The pastime of the jet- 
set, sport of princes, 
kings and upwardly- 
mobile used car 
salesmen, polo is the 
sport that’s guaranteed 
to get you column inches 
in * Tatter 9 but very tittle 
else, really. So we spoke 
to that doyen of the polo 
crowd t JOLLY SOOPER, 
and asked her: whaVs so 
exciting about the 
people who play the 
sport of princes # prats 
and Argentinians . ■ ? 

Well, dahlings, Polo is such a 

( wonderfully glamorous sport 
you couldn't even begin to 



imagine how wonderfully 
glamorous the people are you 
meet, you know? I mean, there 
you are, in your Barrett homes, 
eating your TV dinners . . how 
could you even think of mixing 
with such wonderful people, 
such glitterati! f such . . . (get 
the hell on with it! - Ed.) 

Well dahlings let one tell you 
about the sort of wonderful 
people who play it shall we? 
Lots are my friends and they're 
rich and so utterly fabulous . . , 

PRINCE STONKAH OF 
WING-WANG: tall dark and 
handsome like a glass of 
Camp coffee; has a twenty- 
inch pecker and a tongue to 
match; is fabulously wealthy 
and ever so dreamy .. 

Is based upon: Crown 
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Prince Shabbi-Arse of 
Grot ton sa- shortarse prick from 
some flyblown Arabian 
potentate; has a dick visible 
oniy under an electron 
microscope; is skint and oniy 
propped up by Saudi aid 
money and has ail the charm 
of Herman Gcoring in a PVC 
micro-mini . 

THE HON. JESSICA 
DARKE-SLITTE; Sweet 
alluring flower of English 
womanhood; skin like satin 
alabaster; possessed of virtue 
unbounded; lives in a 
fantastically wonderful 
mansion in Hertfordshire, rides 
to hounds every second 
Sunday in winter. 

Is based upon: Fellatio de 
Bunqe-Up: raddled anorexic 
bint with congenital acne and 
chronic halitosis; skin like a 
leprous alligator; shags 
everything in trousers from the 
gardener to the 
septuagenarian who collects 
the pools coupons; fives in a 
condemned semi in Hatfield; 
rides the focal rugby club third 
XV whenever they’re feeling 
generous. 

ALGERNON THRUSTING- 
PARRT: A vigorous, dynamic 
thrusting young Turk, in the 
City; earned milfions in the Big 
Bang; sends debutantes into 





realms of sexual ecstasy 
simply by entering the room; 
hair long, black and flowing; 
eyes flashing, dark and 
beguiling; capable of 
astonishing feats of sexual 
endurance. 

Is based upon: Wayne 
Smegge; Jun ior-jun ior-jun ior 
partner in abysmal 
stockbroking firm Wank t Wank 
& Jerk; earned £2.50 in 22.5 
point pools win , sends 
debutantes reeling with 
pungent body odour: hair 
greasy , tank and receding; 
eyes permanently red-rimmed 
and myopic; sexual best: 
9.693 seconds 


LADY EMILIA DE 
QUIMJOOSE: Sensual elder 
woman able to captivate men 
many years her junior; married 
to fantastically wealthy Lord 
Quimjoose, owner of vast 
multinational conglomerate; 
has series of affairs with 
handsome studs of all nations: 
stars in Hollywood epics 
based on the books of Jackie 
Collins; dines on nothing but 
caviar and champagne. 

Is based upon: Lady 
Fiona Fetid-Flappes; Geriatric 
maven from whom men run 
screaming; married to Lord 
Fetid-Flappes t the bankrupt 


proprietor of ‘Moulds Fruit 'n 
Veg Emporium'; had brief fling 
with one-eyed council 
roadsweeper back in 1975; 
once starred in J A Taste Of 
Cunny' (dir- Albert Raincoat 
Denmark , 1963); eats 
Bachelors mushy peas , 
McCain’s oven chips and 
guzzles stout by the gallon. 

. . And that, dahlings , is jus* 
a teensy taste of the wonderfu 
people who play Polo! 
























/ often get a 
roddy when / 
view a gel in 
joddyst 

The Psychology of the 
Jodhpur explained. 
MAJOR-GENERAL 
WAPSHOTT TREWS- 
TITELY, an expert in 
jodhpur analysis since 
1956 r gives his expert 
opinion . * , 

Firstly, let me state 
categorically that there is 
nothing remotely arousing 
about the female posterior 
encased in a well-cut set of 
joddies. It is only the 
insufferable ravings of 
perverts, deviants and chaps 
whose Burberrys cover their 
private parts in a suspect 
fashion that have created this 
myth, sullying the perfectly 
healthy outdoor activity of 
female equestrianism with their 
degenerate droolings. Get a 
lot of 'em at the annual village 
gymkhana, we do - usually 
they desist after a few jabs of a 
shooting stick. 

No, the beauty of the classic 
joddie is in its design: its thin, 
elastic fabric enables the lady 
rider to grip her mount 
securely between her thighs 
and thus exert greater control 
over the mighty steed beneath 
her. And that is all - there is 
not a scintilla of truth in the 
myth that the female somehow 
derives carnal pleasure from 
the constant buffing of her 
pudenda upon the riding-seat 
causing her to surrender 
wholly to the intoxicating thrust 
of her mount panting tirelessly 
between her thighs as she 
scales the peak towards pure 

"bridled ecstasy. Ahem. 

Not a jot of truth; good clean 
:ountry air is what makes their 
~aces look so flushed after a 
_ong hard gallop in the saddle. 

' nere is absolutely no reason 
at all for one to express the 
opinion that such buttocks 
mould be splayed across the 
*,nee, wriggling helplessly as 
one mercilessly belabours 
■.hose exquisite nates with the 
open palm prior to slipping 
one's hand lower to encup the 
moist mound of the lady's 
trembling twottie as the crutch 
of her joddies squirm 
intoxicatingly against the fierce 
towering slab of the male's 
manhood . . . 

Ahem, Erm. Yes. 

For, as every country-born 
fellow knows, the jodhpur only 
fulfils one function - it makes 
the lady's bottom resemble 
quite accurately the arse of the 
horse. I rest my face . . . 





HUNTING PINK 
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Aharon is one of Those girls wla/d rather have a first class horse her ween her legs than a second class man. \ lot 
uf u[ v y say that - only to stand the poor bloody horse up the moment any man at all deigns to skin Ins skin-tight 
joiRinurs over die hard bulge of his hmmmgQUS wallet. 

See it all the time at local hum meets, abandoned horses knocking hark the stirrup cup arid looking at their 
watches every ten seconds waiting for their easy riders to show 

\tit Sharon. She'S compleieh sold on wrapping her long legs around hot sweaty flesh and grinding her pussy 
against hard pumping muscle for hours at a lime. She keeps going until she s bright-eyed, gasping* wet with sweat 
and utterly satisfied. 

And site likes riding her horses too, of course. 

So. is a good gallop sexually exciting!' 1 

()f course tun!” she savs sternly. \\ ouhl all us respectable women enjov riding it it wa*f 

And then she snigger* girlishly, struggling out of her hunting pink and giving herself a jokey tap across her light 
little bol tom w ith Tier leather hunting crop. 

“Ow! Bugger! \ she veils, catching herself a hit harder than she expected. ’1 tl never use one nl those on a "or- 
again, they don t hall sting! ■ _- s 

\nd she gallops off into a lather of erotic posing, horny enough to drain a stud farm 


UENON-- c 
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continued from page 42 


goes on to imagine what the 
model would do next. 

Talk about sticky fingers' 
And the fucking and sucking 
that follows is really great! 

Suzanne could be a model I 
reckon. She's a tall slim 
blonde, with really great legs, 
nice tip-tilted tits (36C-24-36) 
and really long pussy lips that 
kind of hang down when she's 
horny and look absolutely 
fantastic when she spreads 
them. Talk about pink! 

I don't claim any great 


such intensity. I even caught 
her cheating once or twice. 

Well two can play at that 
game! I rigged a pack of cards 
and bingo, the envelope was 
opened. Frankly E was 
gobsmacked by her idea. It 
was what l would have asked 
her to do if I'd had the bottle. 

So the result was she 
dressed in all her prettiest 
stuff. Little white lacy bra I 
bought her, tight blouse, her 
ultra-short leather miniskirt, 
black stocking, bright red 
suspenders and nothing else. 

She left her knickers off and 
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sensitivity, but it soon became 
obvious to me that my 
fantasies weren't sexy enough 
for her. Suzy seemed to be 
wanting more. But I didn't 
know what. 

So I hit on this idea, next 
time she lost a game, of 
making her decide what her 
forfeit should be. 

She didn't want to do it,! 
don't think she wanted to let 
me know quite how sexy she 
was, and she had two or three 
goes at it. But in the end she 
handed me an envelope with 
her idea inside. She blushed 
all over just thinking about it, a 
great red flush running down 
her face and neck and 
spreading all over her tits. 

Of course I wanted to open 
it right away, but she said no. 
Writing it out was the forfeit, 
she said. She'd only actually 
do it if she lost again. 

And she stopped losing! I 
was beginning to wonder what 
was in there, she played with 


we went shopping! 

1 tell you, l walked down to 
the shopping mall with a 
chronic hard on and my blood 
pumping in my ears. I thought 
I might have a stroke I was so 
excited, 

Not many guys get that 
turned-on going shopping with 
their ladies, but she had no 
knickers on and we were 
going shopping for the biggest 
cucumber we could find! Get 
the idea? 

The mall we go to is one of 
the biggest shopping centres 
in Britain and there are all 
kinds of supermarkets and 
vegetable shops. We had to 
go to every one, measuring 
cucumbers surreptitiously (by 
the length of her hand and by 
how much she couldn't get her 
hand around them). 

1 was making a note of these 
rough measurements in a 
shaky hand, because between 


continued on page 98 
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We all know there’s nobody randier than 
the British woman looking for a good 
bonking, and Men Only’s Private Parts is 
where you get the full, uncensored truth! The 
next 12 pages are the exclusive work of our 
female readership, brought to life in all their 
horny glory. So if you want to share your 
most exquisitely dirty experiences with 
almost a million readers, write to Private 
Parts, Men Only, Paul Raymond Publications, 
2 Archer Street, London, W1V 7HF. 
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twin peeks! 


Name Karen 
Age: 27 

Hometown: Ftnedon 
Occupalien: Factory worker 

Marital Status: Married 


rve seen a lot of litters in "Private 
Parts 1 lately concerning couples who 
are into sexy photography. My 
husband and me have recently 
discovered the fun you can have 
doing this kind of thing and thought 
we'd tell you how we go about it. 

We like to set up various sexy 
situations where Pete can hide so I 
don’t know he's there. Sometimes 
I'll sit in the Iron! room all dressed 
up in my tartiest gear while he 
hides. His camera has an utta-qutat 
shutter so he can often take pictures 
without me even knowing! 



What 1 do is walk around the 
house, playing with myself or using 
my wide collection of sex toys. I 
always leave doors ajar so that Pete 
can sneak up and snap pictures 
without me being aware. The results 
are highly erotic to us and it turns me 
on knowing I'm being watched as l do 
these incredibly dirty things to 
myself. My fave picture so tar is one 
that Pete took peeking around the 
bedroom door to catch me sitting on 
the edge ol the bed. pumping a huge 
vibrator in and out ol my pussy and 
raising one tit to my lips to suck it at 
the same time. I took ever so aroused 
(but then I was!) and it gets me 
incredibly juiced up just to look at it. 

Our next ambition, and one we've 
discussed at length, Is lor me to bring 
another man back home and screw 
him ail over the house while Pete 
captures it on film. He’s highly 
agreeable to the idea and i can hardly 
wait to put it into practice. I’m keen 
as mustard to see a picture of me toll 
with some huge strangers cock! 




Name Isabelle 

Age 25 

Hometown Birmingham 
Occupation Receptionist 

Marital Status Married 


Never marry a builder! When my 
husband, Brian , decided he was 
going to put a swimming pool in 
the back garden I was naturally 
delighted - one up on all the other 
/rouses in the road! Mind you, I 
never expected the 'grand 
opening 1 would lead to the hi-jinks 
that it did '. Not that I'm annoyed 
about it though. On the contrary , I 
was delighted! 

We r ve never been shy when it 
comes to sex, Brian and me. We're 
well into any naughty stuff and have 
done our fair share of swapping and 
gone to a few orgies in our Five 
years together. We reckon it keeps 
things fresh r plus it gets us ever so 
turned-on. I know what a stud Bri is 
(well he has got eight inches!) so 
when I see him screwing some 
lucky wife I know what a good time 
she's having and likewise he loves 
to watch me get a proper stuffing, 
too “ the more blokes the merrier! 

But the 'pool party' was, I 
thought, going to be a respectable 
affair, just a few of our friends, a 
barbecue, you know the kind of 
thing, But as the afternoon roiled 
on and the wine began to flow it 
became patently obvious that this 
was going to end up as one of 
'those' parties , 

The Urst inklings of that came 
when I popped into the kitchen to 
get another bottle of Chianti from 
the fridge and found Eddie, one of 
BrTs mates, getting up to no good 
with Trish , a blonde-haired girl 
who was married to Phil (another 
of our circle), She certainly wasn't 
behaving like a good wife with her 
bikini top down to expose her 
freckled boobs and giggling like 
crazy as Eddie rubbed her nipples 
stiff with his frosty beer can. “You 
dirty buggersT' I exclaimed, “Are 
you trying to turn this into an orgyT 

“Aw, c'mon, Isabelle!" replied 
Eddie. “You oughta see what Phil's 
up to with my girl behind the shed ," 

"Getting shagged silly!" Trish 


informed me, reaching down and started to fill my head. Well, if Bri 

lewdly rubbing her hand over the wanted this party to get fruity I for 

bulge of Eddie's crotch r "So I one was/?'? going to complain! 

thought I’d get me a bit of the At that precise moment Ryan 

action." Her hand squeezed swam past . flyan was one of the 

Eddie's prominent bulge. 7 tell you lads Brian had got to work on 

what, I can't wait to get my lips putting in the pool and I 

round this sodT remembered very clearly the 

I left them to it and went back thoughts I'd had watching him 

outside. By now , everyone was sweat away in the sun with his 

getting rather merry and a few muscles gleaming and his packet 

were already splashing around in filling out those tight jeans. Now 

the pool Just then Brian appeared here he was in just his swimming 
at my shoulder. “Going to give it a trunks and he looked even better - 
try?" he said. “The water's lovelywhat a fine place to start! 

I decided I would and quickly "Hey, Ryan r " / called out, 

threw off my wraparound and leapt making his head turn. “How's 

in. The water was perfect and after about coming here and showing 
executing a few leisurely lengths, I me your breaststroke?" As I said 
trod water and watched our guests that I made my boobs jiggle 
cavorting around. I had my back enticingly, with the result that Ryan 

against the pool edge so I was was beside me in an instant , his 

very surprised when a pair of hands on my boobs even quicker! 

hands crept around me from "You know , / was dreaming of 

behind and, with no warning this every day I was round here 

it wasn't easy getting tongue-fucked 
at one end while gobbling a hugely- 
hard cock at the other .. 



whatsoever, whipped off my top 
and bared my 35D boobs to all 
and sundry/ 

“You sod!" I howled, turning 
around to see Brian standing there 
with a dirty great grin from ear to 
ear. "C'mon, izzT he said, 
dangling my top between his 
fingers, “you know you love 
showing off your assets , Gets me 
going, too." he added. “Especially 
when your nipples are all crinkled 
up like that." 

I glanced down and saw my 
nipples standing up like thimbles. 
Blimey t maybe hearing about ail 
the nookie that was going on had 
had an effect! AH of sudden I 
began to feel incredibly randy and 
alt manner of naughty possibilities 



putting this pooi in , M he said as his 
fingers squeezed my tit-flesh and 
plucked at my nippies, “I would've 
died for the chance to slip you my 
length. u 

My hand slid below the 
waterline to cop a feel of his 
donger. He was half-hard already 
and getting harder with every 
stroke of my fingers aiong his 
length. “You should have come up 
and seen me ." I giggled, pulling 
down the waistband of his trunks 
so I could feel right round his 
hardening cock, “I'd have given 
you a very warm welcome.“ 

Ryan was already exploring the 
contents of my bikini bottoms, I 
gasped as he slipped me a finger, 
“That's a warm enough welcome, 
Isabelle," he smiled, sliding his 
finger deep into my cunt and 
rubbing my ditty with his thumb. 
“Just so long as Brian don't mind.“ 

I glanced to the barbecue. My 
husband wasn't minding one little 
bit - no, he was too occupied 
talking to Sasha, this big-boobed 
brunette from down the road. If his 
tongue dropped out any more he 
ran a serious risk of losing it down 
the front of her bikini! 

I pulled Ryan's head up from my 
chest where he was busily sucking 
on my stiff nipples. “You're good 




















bottom to the top! 


Name: Vicky 
Age: 20 

Hometown: Nortftwkh 
Occupation: Shop A ssistant 
Marital Status: Single 


I’m being boastful when I say 1 think I 
have a lovely bottom. For one thing, 
all the blokes I've ever had going after 
me have always commented on the 
loveliness of my bum - they go crazy 
about the size and shape of it. how 
round and firm it is and so on, but then 
I don't care. You see, 1 adore all the 
attention I gel and that’s why I always 
dress to emphasize my best points, 
wearing skins that cling to my peachy 
bottom and allow* me to wiggle when I 
walk in high heels, it never fails to 
altract loads of wolf-w histles and 
sometimes, like in this case, leads me 
into some ever so naughty situations! 

The manager of the store where I 
work (1 can’t tell you the name as l‘d 


when l came back along the corridor 
who should l bump into but James, 
standing out side his office door 
smoking a fag? 

When he saw me he immediately 
stubbed it out. “I was looking for you, 
Vicky," he said. For some reason, J 
came back with: "l can sec that - you 
haven't taken your eyes off my bum 
all night. And your w ife's here, loo!" 

James grinned. "It’s a gorgeous 
bum," he shrugged, "and anyway, 
there’s things you don't know about 
Lisa. She doesn't mind me having a 
bit on the side. ' 

That changed the way I saw ihings. 
The second he said lhai 1 couldn’t 
help but think: well, maybe I could 
have a quick fling here. Seeing James 
stood there looking so cool had 
certainly raised my temperature and 
then he made things even worse , . . 

"See this, Vicky?" He was dangling 
a key between his fingers, "it’s the 


. He dragged his tongue upwards to 
bury it in the silky folds of my 
pussymound .. 


get into a lot of trouble) is this fella 
called James, He's not as old as the 
usual manager you get there - only in 
his early 30s and quite good-looking. 
He’s got such a lovely way, yon know, 
always flirting w r ith us assistants and 
telling us how wonderful we are. So 
when he told us aboui the Christmas 
party this year we were all really keen 
to go and let our hair down. 

The party was being held in the 
staff canteen above the store. 
Everything was laid on and even the 
booze was free, l was wearing my 
usual hum-flauming clobber - a tight 
silky dress that really showed it off, I 
had stockings and sussies underneath 
because I always feel sexy at parties, 
so while I was doing my stuff out on 
the dance floor I was well aware of all 
the lusty looks I was getting from the 
lads around the room. But there was 
one man there l was especially aware 
of giving my the eye - James, my 
boss! What made it even more kinky 
w'as that he wasn’t there on his own. 
His wife, Lisa, was there too! 

1 could see instantly why he'd gone 
for her. She was very good-looking - 
tall, with long dark hair and a 
handsome face. And what a body! Big 
boobs and a lovely bum, I almost fell 
jealous, but then with a missus like 
her. why w as James so obviously 
lusting after me? 

It was getting on w'hen I strolled 
down to the loo to powder my nose 
and fix my make-up. 1 wasn't thinking 
about getting off w ith James at all, in 
fact. I was thinking more about Rod. 
one of the departmental managers. But 


with your tongue, aren 't you 7" / said 
cheekily '7 wonder what it could do 
with a pussy?" 

Ryan's hands went under my 
bum and lifted me clear from the 
water, perching my backside on 
the edge of the pool Without a 
moment s hesitation the bottoms of 
my bikini were eased off me and 
Ryan was gazing directly at my 
twinkling twottie and its neatiy- 
trimmed muff 

N Mmmm !" he grinned, "don t 
mind if! do r ‘ His tongue slid 
upward into my deft, dragging my 
petals apart as he proved that, 
builders labourer he might be. he 
wasn't a fool when it came to 
eating pussy i groaned with 
pleasure as his tongue flicked 
against the underside of my dit, 
spreading my thighs wider and 
wider to give him more access to 
my sensitive snatch. "Bloody hell, 
Ryan!" / gasped as his cfit-teasing 
became more and more 
pleasurable, "You re not badt Not 
bad at alf! n 

“,He's a muff-diver alright!" said 
a voice above me. I opened my 
eyes and saw John standing over 
me. John was another of Brian s 
building buddies, but I'd never 
seen him like this before I was 
looking directly up between his 
legs , straight at the big stiff ridge 
outlined perfectly in his trunks "I 
see your old man's not slow to get 
his ." he said meaningfully, jerking 
his head towards where - when I 
looked - my Brian was having a 
bloody good wallow in Sasha s 
huge boobies. He looked happy 
enough . so I felt nothing wrong with 


grabbing John's huge meat - now 
I knew why they called him \Big' 
John / 

" Christ , yeahr John muttered 
as he crouched beside my head 
and (et me go to town on his tool, 
"Fucking hell !" it wasn’t easy 
laying half-in. half-out of the pool 
getting tongue-fucked at one end 
while gobbling a hugely-hard 
cock at the other, but when you're 
as ready for it as I was I suppose 
you can do anything. Certainty i 
was doing my thing on John, 
because it wasn't long before be 
yelled out he was coming and l 
caught his thick creamy sperm as 
it pumped out on to my tongue. I 
pulled away and let the rest spurt 
over my tits as Flyans cunt-licking 
finally did the trick and I was 
gasping and groaning my way to 
a really intense orgasm 

It was getting dark and chiily so 
fbe party adjourned indoors I 
hurried up to the bedroom and 
changed into my sexy fishnet 
undies. Eddie was fucking Irish 
on the bed as I changed and I 
was so turned on I had a nice 
juicy frig before hurrying 
downstairs to join in the fun. And 


what fun it was! i lost count of 
how much I sucked and fucked 
that night, though I remember Big 
John doing me from behind and 
making me climax over and over 
again while I blow-jobbed young 
Ryan ’til he spurted the iot down 
my throat. After that it was sexual 
oblivion until the wee small hours, 
when I finally crashed out, 
exhausted but really, really 
satisfied! 

Now Brian's talking of installing 
a jacuzzi I hope he hurries up 
with it - I can't wait for the 'grand 
opening' of thatI , 


only one, so if you ever feel like using 
my office for a w hile , , 

He left the sentence unfinished, but 
there wasn’t much more to be said. 
Wow, this would be really wicked - 
bonking the boss w ith his wife just 
down the corridor. The thrill of it 
made me tingle all over. 

"Okay," I said, "hut don’t tell 
anyone, w ill you?" 

With the door locked securely 
behind us we were soon necking away 
over his desk. "What an arse!" 
breathed James as his hands roamed 
all over my bum. He slid my dress up 













blackbelt 

bonk 


said you had the only key!" 

'“I do!” he gasped hack* but it was 
too late. The door opened and dosed 
quickly and when l found the courage 
to open my eyes I realised it was 
exactly the one person J'd feared it 
would be . .. 

Lisa didn't look like she was going 
to kill me straight away, though. 
Instead, she just stared coolly at the 
sight of me bent over her hubby ’s 
desk Haunting my bum and her old 
man kneeling between my widely 
spread legs, his head at the top of my 
thighs, close to my pussy* 

"Well, well.” she chuckled. "So 
that sweet little bum was too much to 
resist was it, eh?" 

I was mortified. *Tm sorry!” I 
blurted out. "I never meant to I just, 
well,. .” My voice ran out as 1 ran out 
of excuses. But if l was scared that 
this woman w'us about to inflict some 
awful revenge on me. then what 
happened next completely knocked 
me for six! 

"Thai's alright. Vicky," said Lisa. 

"I can understand. James is a very 
handsome man . .." She paused and 


the mark and then it dawned on me 
that this might not have been as 
spontaneous as it seemed. No. this was 
a definite setup. Now 1 knew exactly 
what James had meant when he'd said 
there were things l 'didn’t know' 
about Lisa. 

I glanced over my shoulder just as 
Lisa un/ipped her dress. Underneath 
she was naked, her tits jutting fiercely 
forward. "Please, Vicky," she 
breathed, "tell me to eat your pussy - 
tell me to make you come! 1 " 

She kneeled dow n In front of me 
and 1 could feet her hot breath on my 
already ^sensitive pussy. As she 
awaited my reply. James almost 
casually tugged down his ?ipper and 
freed the largest, be si-looking cock 
I ‘vc ever seen and began to stroke it 
tea singly in front of me. 

Thai sealed it for me. “Alright 
then." 1 told Lisa, "lick me out - put 
your tongue right up me?" 

This w as the kinkiest thing I'd ever 
done, but it was such a turn-on. This 
woman who only a few' minutes ago 
I'd feared was begging to lick me and 
I was telling her to do just that! James 


over it and was delighted to find l was 
wearing stockings instead of lights. 
"Very sexy." he commented, sliding 
down my knickers and having a good 
fed of my bum. "Can J kiss it?" I 
nodded my approval. "Lean over the 
desk then, Vicky .” 

Giggling at the sheer naughtiness of 
it all, I bent over the desk and stuck 
out my behind, James' hands 
smoothed all over my silky bum-flesh, 
making me feel all goosehumpy. Then 
he crouched dow r n and I fell his 
tongue Sicking over every inch of my 
buttocks, kissing them holly before 
dragging his longue lower and then 
upwards to bury it in the silky folds of 
my pussy mound, Ooooo! Did that 
feel good, and my thighs spread wider 












‘Alright then,” I told Lisa, “lick me out 
- put your tongue right up me .. 


and wider as James licked me 
wonderfully from behind. Pretty soon 
I felt my juices starting to gush from 
my crack and I gripped the edge of the 
table even harder. 

“Oh yes!" f moaned, delighted. 
"You’re going to make me come!' 

And he did, his tongue licking even 
harder as my pussy convulsed and my 
head went all dizzy. 1 was still in the 
throes of my orgasm when, to my 
horror, I heard the distinct rattling of a 
key in the lock of the of fice door, 
"James!" I gasped, "l thought you 


came closer, "And you, Vicky," she 
continued, "are ever such a pretty and 
desirable girl" 

I blinked in surprise, not because of 
what she'd said, but at what she was 
doing. Her elegant hand was on my 
bum. stroking it softly, stroking it in a 
way that felt, well, nice ., , 

"When T saw my husband licking 
your pussy." Lisa went on, "my first 
thought wasn't to be angry with you - 
Oh no. the first thing 1 thought was: [ 
w r ish that was me doing that," 

Now her fingers were really finding 


took hold of my feet and draped them 
over Lisa’s shoulders as Lisa leaned 
forward and buried her face in my 
musky slit, her longue pushing deep 
between my lips and expertly coaxing 
my clil back to full hardness before 
she began to jab at it repeatedly with 
the tip. giving head even better than 
her husband! 

As my orgasm flooded through me 1 
found James utterly naked behind me, 
manoeuvring me on to his upstanding 
erection. I straddled him easily, my 
wet pussy eagerly swa!lowing his 
cock. Then, as l started to bounce up 
and down on it that clit-loving wife of 
his leaned forward and continued to 
tease and probe my love-button as J 
made full use of her husband's lovely 
prick. My orgasms came thick and 
fast, and James was getting close. As 
he called out he was about to shoot his 
load, I waggled oil his cock and 
winked his spunk right into Lisa's 
waiting mouth. She couldn't catch it 
all and much of it went over her face, 
neck and tils, but 1 guess that was 
exactly how she wanted it, 

l could tell you more - about the 
sexy sessions I've enjoyed with this 
couple since, even about my recent 
promotion, but I’ll leave you w ith that 
first homy experience. After all, it 
wasn't something that happens every 
dav of the week, w as it? 


I took up martial arts when I was a 
teenager, but much as I enjoyed 
doing it my interest sort of waned a 
little when I discovered that t could 
have just as much fun and get just 
as much exercise through 'working 
out' with the good-looking lads in 
the neighbourhood - plus you 
didn't get quite as many bruises! 

But recently 1 broke up with my 
latest boyfriend after a series of 
furious rows, culminating with him 
accusing me of being 'out of 
shape'. Weil, f was 50 furious I 
suddenly remembered my karate 
skills and in the red haze that 
followed somehow managed to 
break his nose! Of course, there 
was no chance of a reconciliation 
after that, but if one good thing 
came out of it all it was that I was 
determined to take up where 1 left 
off. I quickly enrolled at my local 
gym and pretty soon I was back to 
my old fit best. 

In fact l was better than before, 
much more dedicated. Often I'd 
spend hours there, well after 
everyone else had left. It was on 
one such occasion I met Clive. 

I hadn't met him before but the 
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word going around the changing 
room was that he was pretty hot 
shit, but somehow our paths never 
crossed - until that night when, as 
usual, most people had left and 1 
was still there, working on my 
technique. 

"Not bod," on appreciative 
voice behind me said, "for □ girl." 

Now one thing about karate is 
that it sure gets your energy levels 
right up - your aggression, tool I 
whirled around. "Sexist twatl" l 
snarled, before l 1 d even realised 
who it was, "I bet you think women 
shouldn't be doing this, don't you?" 



% 


I stopped. This must hove been 
Clive and, what was more, it 
wasn't that clever □ move giving lip 
to a guy like this! He must have 
been 6'6" if he was an inch and 
even in his loose-fitting robe it was 
obvious his body was as powerful 
os it could get. However, he didn't 
seem too fazed by my defiance, 
just grinning. "You're pretty hot," 
he smiled, 'Fancy practising a few 
moves with me?" 

Why not? You didn't get better 
by taking on players inferior to 
yourself after all, and this Clive was 
a definite challenge. I nodded. 




launching Into another attack. This 
time l caught him just right - or just 
wrong. My heel went right into his 
balls and down he went, moaning 
in agony. Immediately, my anger 
evaporated. "God, I'm sorry! I 
apologised, "l just got a bit too 
carried away." 

"That's okay," grimaced Clive. 
"My Fault For winding you up - I'll 
be fine in a minute. But we'd better 
call it a day, huh?" 

"Right," 1 nodded, unable to 
think what to say, 'Til, erm, hit the 
showers." 

As the water cascaded down 
over my body 1 couldn't help but 
regret what I d done. Supposing I'd 
caused him permanent damage? 
And what a hunk he was, too — l 
mean, that ripplingly-muscled body 

'His huge tool powered into my 
sopping quim, filling it to the hilt in 
one thrust. . 


"Alright," 1 replied nonchalantly, 

"111 give you a go," 

We Faced up to one another, l 
mode the first move, but he parried 
effortlessly I could see I was going 
to have to try harder, WHAM! I 
exploded with a flurry of kicks that 
caught him quite off-guard. He 
definitely didn't expect that and, 
stung Into action, replied with a 
series of moves that certainly 
showed me who was the boss, But I 
wasn't giving up that easy and 
went on the offensive again 
catching him with a few good ones. 
This went on for some time and 
pretty soon ! was beginning to tire. 
"Knackered, are we?" he goaded 
me, grinning maddeningly. "Can't 
keep up with the pace? 

"Okay, you bastard!" I growled, 
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in full cry had been quite a sight. 
There's something very intimate 
□bout karate - almost like fucking, 
in those few minutes I'd been in 
action with Clive I'd been very 
aware of . . . well, a feeling. 

God, l felt homy all of o sudden! 
Maybe it was the surge of 
endorphin, but suddenly my body 
felt electrified. The water flowing 
over my breasts made my nipples 
feel incredibly sensitised. 1 wanted 
to touch my clit, I wanted to , . . 

"There any soap in here?' From 
around the door l heord Clive s 
voice calling. Well, if I fancied 
getting more intimate with him what 
better chance had I than now. "I've 
got some here," 1 called out. You 
can come in, I'm decent," Of 
course, that lost bit was a total liet 
In wandered Clive, nothing but a 
towel wrapped around his waist. 
When he saw me naked under the 
shower he stopped dead and just 
stared. "Oh Jesus!" he breathed, 
"What a bodyl" 

tf he was impressed then I was 
stunned - every inch of him was 
perfect. But then, I couldn't see all 
of him . . . yet! 

"How's your tackle, Clive?" I 
grinned, leaning back against the 
shower wall and running my fingers 
through my damp muff "Still 
aching is it?" 

He eyed me with obvious desire. 
"Aching even more now/ he 
replied. 1 raised and eyebrow. 

"Why don't you join me?" I 
suggested. "Maybe I could kiss it 
better for you." 

He didn't need asking twice and 
stepped in with me. I reached down 
and pulled away the towel. It was 
big, very big, and getting bigger 
by the second. I crouched down 
and smoothed my palms along it, 
watching it swell 'til there was a 
positive monster rearing up in Front 
of my face, "Wow, what a treat!" I 
breathed, parting my lips and 
taking the first few inches into my 
mouth, rolling my tongue around it. 

I let him slip out of my mouth. "Is 
that the right way to kiss it better?" 1 
asked him, swiping my tongue over 
his hugely-swollen glons. He 


nodded yes, dumbstruck by the 
wonderful sensations 1 was 
endowing on his meat. The harder l 
sucked the more the ache in my 
quim increased until 1 needed this 
beast in my pussy and on the 
double! 

"C'mon, Clive I" I murmured., 
standing up and bracing myself 
against the shower wall with my 
legs apart and my arse jutting out 
in open invitation, "let s see if you 
fuck os well as you fight!" 

It was a challenge as much as an 
offer and Clive, for all his wounded 
pride, accepted it readily. His huge 
tool powered into my sopping 
quim, filling me to the hilt in one 
thrust. After that, it was sheer hot 
sex all the way, both of us screwing 
furiously, straining for maximum 
pleasure as my pussy responded to 
his studTucking onslaught by 
spasming wildly on every lunge of 
his mighty cock. "Do it! Do it 
harder!!" ! urged him, wrapping 
my arms around his broad 
shoulders and lifting myself clear of 
the shower floor so it was only 
Clive's hands under my arse 
supporting me. "Oh yes I' 1 cried, 
"Oh fuck me I fuck me! FUCK ME!!! 
Ohhhhh . . T 

And we come together, my shrill 
cries echoing around the shower 
room as Clive's cock erupted what 
felt like a quart of steaming hot 
spunk into my convulsing cunt. Even 
a few hours later my pussy was still 
throbbing like madl 

He's my regular practice partner 
now, though since we announced 
our engagement we get to practice 
in for more suitable locations - like 
in our bedroom, though we still fuck 
in the shower now ond then . 
just for old times sokel 
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Looking at my pictures you'd get 
the impression I was pretty well- 
bred and refined. You d be right. I 
was certainly born a lady; but when 
it comes to my behaviour in my 
private life I'm anything but 
ladylike! 

Sex - that's my passion and 
where better to tell all than in my 
favourite magazine. Men Only? tf I 
added up the amount of cock I’ve 
had in inches it would run into 
miles. I’m sure! Not content with 
just one man at a time, 1 prefer 
threesomes - more cock for my 
hungry pussy! But even I. sex 
queen par excellence as I am, 
occasionally meet my match . . . 

Sasha and Robin own the art 
galfery where 1 work and, from the 
time my friend Ffyona introduced 
us, I had the feeling that this couple 
were a sexy pair. Sasha was in her 
30s, tall, slim and elegant with 
flowing raven-black hair, while 
Robin was older but very 




handsome, and a fine body, They 
took me on and seemed to give 
me loads of leeway, though I did 
think I'd get in trouble the time 
they wandered in one afternoon 
when 1 was humping their latest 
star artist over the office desk. But 
no - Robin merely raised an 
eyebrow while Sasha made some 
comment about me 'sapping his 
creative juices and then they left 
me to it and never mentioned the 
incident again until the night after 
a particularly big opening as we 
were tidying up, I was wearing my 


her hubby's crotch and, without 
any preamble, deftly unzipped him, 
reached inside and tugged his 
cock free. I gasped - even half- 
hard Robin was pretty big and as 
Sasha’s fingers smoothed along its 
length I saw him grow even bigger. 
Umm. lovely darling!' Sasha 
sighed, ,l l think I'll have to give it a 
little suck; 1 

My eyes must have been huge 
as I watched Sasha drop to her 
knees in front of htm^and take that 
big tool between her lips. As 
outrageous as this was, I couldn't 


i watched Sasha drop to her knees in 
front of him and take that big tool 
between her lips .. 



ciassy little black number with a 
basque underneath to which my 
sussies were clipped. The dress 
was pretty short and when I bent 
down to pick up a few empty 
bottles I heard Sasha give a low 
whistle of appreciation. Giancing 
over my shoulder I realised she 
was gazing right up my skirt at my 
arse and my sussies stretched 
right over my creamy thighs, 

1 shouldn't let Robin see you 
like that," she told me, "he’s nutty 
for sexy undies. Makes me wear 
them all the time . . . Look!" 

And she raised up her skirt and 
showed me what she was wearing 
underneath. Sumptuous seamed 
stockings clipped to a delicate lacy 
garter belt and ... no knickers! 

Her neatly-trimmed twatty winked 
at me as Sasha sat back on a 
nearby desk still baring her twat, a 
serene smile on her face. ‘He 
likes me wearing no panties, too." 
she informed me. "Says it means 
he has access at all times," 

Just then Robin walked into the 
room. He stopped, seeing his 
wife's naked bush. ' Well well. 
Sasha,' 1 he drawled. "Flashing 
your pussy at the staff, eh? If l 
didn't know better I d swear you 
were trying to turn her on.' 1 

Sasha grinned and dropped her 
hands between her thighs to 
gently caress her cunny. "I'm 
pretty sure it’s turning you on, 
Robin." she giggled, "it doesn’t 
take much for you to get excited, 
now does it?" 

Robin smiled and nodded, 
moving over to join his wife. As \ 
watched, her hand went straight to 


help being aroused. A big cock 
was a big cock — even if it did 
belong to my boss! Sasha 
extracted Robin s prick from her 
mouth and rubbed it all over her 
face while staring right at me. 

Care to join me, Serena?” she 
enquired, "I won t mind one bit,” 
Dumbly. I hurried over and 


crouched beside her as Sasha 
guided Robin’s cock between my 
lips. He tasted of man, all hot and 
salty and I couldn't resist pulling 
out all my tricks, swirling my 
tongue around his veiny shaft to 
make it twitch and judder in my 
mouth, "She's good, darling" 
murmured Robin, "ever so good!" 
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I never used to be one for sexy 
underwear. I used to think it was 
totally impractical and only worn 
to give men pleasure, My feeling 
was that if a man fancies a 
woman it wouldn't matter what 
she wore. But now that's alt 
changed - you couldn’t, get me to 
stop wearing my stockings and 
suspenders if you tried! 

You’re probably wondering why 
l changed my mind. The answer 
lies with my best friend Lorraine. 
It was she who suggested an 
answer to my problem when it 
seemed my long-standing 
boyfriend Mike had lost hts 
interest in sex, “It works!" she 
told me, “You see, men are simple 
creatures and it just blows their 
minds. You'll see!" 

"That's alt very well and good." 
I replied, "hut I haven’t got 
anything like that." Lorraine 
grinned, “Come upstairs, Toni," 



she said, I m sure I II have 
something that you can borrow." 

She wasn’t fibbing either. 
“Where did you get all this stuff?* 

I asked her* surveying the 
contents of her undies drawer as 
she tipped it out on to the bed, 
Lorraine shrugged, "1 just 
accumulated it*" she chuckled, 

“Go on* try something on* 

The next half hour was like 
something from a fancy dress 
party as Lorraine and 1 tried on 
virtually everything there. ( had 
some trouble at first learning 
how to dip stockings to 
suspenders hut eventually I 
mastered the art. After trying on 
each ensemble we’d pose in front 
of the full length mirror and 
Ijorraine would comment on how 
sexy 1 U Miked, 1 had to concede l 
certainly was feeling somewhat 
randier than usual 

“Wow* Toni!" said Lorraine as 1 
stood there in a scarlet satin hrn 
and g-slring with fishnet 
stockings. *T reckon any man 
would pop his rocks just looking 
at you like that!" 

“You think so?" 1 said* studying 
the way my boobs bulged over the 
Ihin cup of the bra. Lorraine 
nodded. *1 could almost go fur you 
















"Then we'd better be good to 
her!” replied Sasha. As I knelt 
there with Robin's hard-on going 
back and forth between my lips, I 
felt Sasha raise my arse higher so 
she could get her hand between 
my thighs and into my twat. Her 
nimble fingers were soon sliding in 
and out of my damp hole, getting 


me primed for what t hoped would 
be an injection of Robin's strong 
hard prick. 

Sure enough, I soon got my just 
desserts, Robin's cock 
jackhammering into me as \ 
crouched forward on all fours, my 
face confronted by Sasha s 
sparsely furred pussy, already wet 
and dripping with juice as she 
parted her thighs and guided my 
tongue towards her very large and 
erect clitoris. "Yes!" she panted, 
longue me. Serena! Make me 
come, darling! 11 

I was no expert at quim-licking. 
but practice makes perfect and 
once I had my lips and tongue 
firmly affixed to Sasha s clitty I 
refused to let go. And the way she 
was moaning and screaming with 
pleasure, and the amount of spicy 
juices that were trickling over my 
lips and chin informed me she was 
truly in the throes of a most intense 
climax. By then, however, I was 
too with Robin's huge penis filling 
and stretching my little pussy to the 
max. 1 teetered on the brink a 
moment then had an orgasm so 



my self,” she told me, sweetly. 

**I never knew you were that 
way.” I replied, thinking she was 
just joking. But the way Lorraine 
reacted made me think different. 

“IVe never done it/ she said, 
“but Fll admit Fve fantasised 
about making love to a woman 
from time to time, I always 
thought it was perfectly natural 
- don’t you do it?” 

“Of course not!" I replied, but 
immediately realised 1 wasn’t 
being perfectly truthful to 
myself, “Well* sometimes/ I said 
lamely. “You know, if I see 
something on the telly or . . / 

I stopped, noticing what 
Lorraine was up to. Sitting on 
the edge of the bed, dressed in a 
lacy teddy and hold-up stockings, 
she was running her hand over 


.. She was running her hand over 
the mound of her pussy very slowly 
and very deliberately .. 


the mound of her pussy very 
slowly and very deliberately, it 
made a very sexy sight, an 
extremely sexy sight. 

Now, when 1 was a teenager 
and finding out about sex, on 
several occasions I enjoyed 
mutual masturbation sessions 
with pals, but this was different 
— we were fully-grown 
heterosexual women. All the 
same, I couldn't resist the 
temptation to touch myself as 
well. Gingerly, I reached down 
and ran my hand over my satin- 
clad mound. 

“Go for it, Toni/ giggled 
Lorraine. “Don’t feel ashamed/ 1 
touched myself harder, feeling 
my softness beneath the 
material. Ummm, it was feeling 
nice, feeling ever so nice and 1 
slipped my hand inside my g- 
string to find to my astonishment 
1 was getting really rather wet. 

1 glanced over to Lorraine 


again to see her fumbling under 
the bed for something. When she 
pulled it out I couldn't believe it - 
there in her hand was this huge 
bendy double-headed dildo, a 
truly massive affair. As I 
watched, she tugged aside her g- 
string, baring a highly aroused 
pussy* and tickled her slit with 
the large head. 

“One of my favourites/ she 
smiled, “I only use it on special 
occasions/ I watched enthralled, 
my hand still working at my 
pussy, as she lay right back on 
the bed and squeezed the dildo 
into her slit until she must have 
had a good five inches up her. I 
could hardly believe this was 
happening, my best friend 
fucking herself with a monstrous 
dildo before my very eyes. Each 
time it slithered out I could see 
her juices glistening very 
obviously on the thing, which 
only served to remind of the 



hard I felt my knees buckle as the yourself the homiest thing on two 

sensations continued. The legs it doesn't necessarily mean 

pleasure just grew and grew until somebody won't get one over on 

Robin shooting a huge stream of you eventually. I knew these two 

spunk deep into me capped off the had set me up, but when you love 

whole affair just perfectly. sex as much as me. well, it simply 

So you see, even if you think doesn't matter one bit! 



wetness between my own legs. 

My nipples were budding, 
growing completely erect and the 
friction as they pressed against 
that Lund satin bra was making 
me feel so, era. needful. From 
the moans and groans coming 
from her lips as she worked it 
back and forth it was pretty 
clear she was epjoying it. But 
one thing still came to mind. 

“Lorraine?" I asked, 
innocently, “how come it's got a 
thing at both ends?" 

She looked up at me with eyes 
misty with pleasure. “So you can 
share the fun with a friend, of 
course." she smiled. “You could 
join me if you wanted/ 

At that moment 1 was feeling 
so sexy I was almost up for 
anything and this - even though 
it was unbelievably wild - 
seemed just so incredible, 
especially seeing how, because of 
the situation with Mike, I hadn’t 
had any sexy fun in ages. 

As the dildo slid up me 1 was 
astonished how warm it was. “1 
keep it under the radiator/ 
smirked Lorraine as I slid down 


until our pussies were touching, 
the dildo engulfed right in both 
our pussies. Then Lorraine began 
to move and the friction of her 
rubbing against me felt so 
wonderful, so tingty I was getting 
more and more excited. Our clits 
were rubbing together and now I 
was moving in rhythm with her 
as we locked together in a good 
old-fashioned bump and grind. 

“God!" 1 moaned, ‘‘it feels so - 
ohhh! OHHH!!r And without 
warning a searing climax swept 
through me and I was gone, sent, 
into it a hundred percent as 
Lorraine freed my boobs from my 
bra and began licking, sucking 
and stroking them as 1 continued 
to come. Then she began to 
climax, so 1 held her close as she 
spasmed in my arms . . , 

Now I'm a proper undies addict 
and, yes, Mike and I have found 
our sex life has got new r zest. 1 
haven't told him yet but l think 
it’s probably got an awful lot to 
do with my weekly ‘fashion 
sessions' round at Lorraine's. 

Still I don't think he'd complain 
even if he did know ! 
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aware that someone definitely had 
their eye on me, Louisa noticed 
too 'That guy s been eyeing you 
up for hours, Stecia," she smirked, 
"What do you think of him? * 1 ' 

1 looked over to where this bloke 
was standing and liked what I saw, 
very much! He was a tall blonde 
boy, very well put together, wearing 
a tight T-shirt that showed off his 


muscliness while hrs cut-off denim 
shorts contained what appeared to 
be a hell of a packet Sure, that was 
just the kind of btoke I'd come out 
here to find] 

So 1 returned his looks with a 
smile and pretty soon he was over 
and dancing with me. If he could 
fuck like he could dance then my 
luck was ml His name was Anders 
and he was from Sweden, but his 
English was great and he was 
charming, too. It was pretty obvious 
what he was after and I wasn't 
exactly telling him he wasn't going 
to get it! As it started getting light 
Anders suggested we take a stroll' 

! nodded to Louisa, who was getting 
friendly with some guys from Kent, 
and we set off down the beach The 
music got more distant as Anders 
put his arm around me and we 
kissed, As our tongues bashed 
together I pressed my crotch into 
his and could feel the swell of his 
hard-on down there l couldn't help 
but giggle. "Feeling pretty horny, 
are we?" I said, Anders grinned. 


We all come back from a holiday 
abroad with some memories but 
not, I'll bet. many as vivid as mine 
this year’ How vivid? Well, how 
about one image that stands out in 
my mind, that of me sprawled on my 
back in the white sand of a Greek 
island, one truly massive cock 
lackhammering in and out of my 
soaking twat, another pumping 
between my dick-hungry lips while 
another explodes a torrent of spunk 
all over my hard, swollen nipples. 
Yes, try writing that down on a 
postcard and sending it to the folks 
at work! 

I ll admit that sex was uppermost 
on my mind when l jetted out: to 
Greece with my friend Louisa I’d 
just broken up with my boyfriend' 
and hadn't had a shafting in ages - I 
was frustrated, simple as that, and 
looking to get laid. But I never 
imagined I'd get laid quite as much 
as I actually did! 

We'd been there a few days 
when we got wind of a rave that 
was being held on a nearby beach 
that night. Of course, me and 
Louisa were right up for that and 
went along dressed to dance all 
night. All I was wearing was a 
skimpy wraparound skirt and an 
even skimpier T-shirt through which 
my boobs were plainly visible in the 
strobes, What the hell, I was on 
holiday and l didn't give a tossl As 
the night wore on and the music 
grew louder. I started to become 
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ti's fit to peruse as you 


MB’s very own Booker Prize 
nominee (tie lost in the first 
round, knocked out by Salman 
Rushdie on the away goals 
rule.. 

• If you wanna see some ‘artistic’ 
smut, why not peruse the latest 
sexually-charged offering from 
our old pals at Taschen? Erotic 
Art (now there’s a blunt title for 
you!) by Gilies Neret is a huge 
weighty 200-page tome with 240 
colour illustrations covering the 
lustiest lithographs, the dirtiest 
doodles and the filthiest 
photographs ever rendered. The 
offerings range from the deviant 


to the downright dubious and a 
lew might well put you off your 
lunch, he you of a nervous 
disposition. But that shouldn’t 
deter you because there are 
reproductions ot pieces from 
such notables as Warhol, Miro, 
Matisse and even our good mate 
Jeff Koons (in his usual, erm, 
‘uncompromising’ form). 
Personally, this reviewer enjoyed 
it - but then he's always been a 
little strange - and at £9,99, 
represents formidable value for 
money. Why, there's even a 
cover pic by Dali so you can 
leave it on the coflee table 


J 


V': 
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without tear of offending your 
woman wot does... 

• Comic strip capers are in force I 
this month courtesy of those 
lovable rogues at Knockabout !j 
Comics, who bring you 
Casanova's Last Stand, a graphic 
novel by Britain’s premier 
purveyor ot illicit inklings since 
73, Hunt Emerson. And let’s face 
it, few artists can convey the 
essentials of bawdy British 
humour like the old Hunt, can 
they? Yes, all the familiar 
trademarks are there - melon- 
breasted nympheltes, seedy 
heroes and frenzied sweaty 
couplings rather akin to the 
scrum at Victoria underground 
station in the height of the rush 
hour - but with tits, it’s basically 
the saga of 
Bira ml „ Big | the world's 

77fs and Btoke in 
a Sod by Aden 
Jonea (are you 
sure that a the 
right title? - Ed I 

even if it 
does read 
like a ‘Carry 

.... 

(fi \\, 

: y\ And what’s 

'V"'" 

ballsachlngly 
lunny, too. 
(£6.99 from 
any decent 
comic or 

\ \ 

\ \ 

? x : 

y Knockabout 

_I can be 

10 Acklam Road, London W10 

the earlier tome was Serge 
Nazarietf’s Early Erotic 
Photography, another 200-pager, 
this time devoted to the 
forerunners of Men Only itself, 
the earliest giriy pics dating from 
as long age as the 1840s. Things 
have come a long way since then, 
though some of the lass’s poses 
have a mighty familiar ring to 
them and there’s a tew too many 
reader's wives for our liking. Stilt, 
it it’s sepia-tinged smut you've 
been hankering alter ail these 
years then we can honestly say 
your dreams have finally come 
true. Like the above, this one 
costs £9.99 and is available 
from many a decent vendor ot 
uality publications. (For further 
nfo, Taschen are at 
ohenzollernring 53, D-5000, 

In 1, Germany, phone 0221 
60-0) Tell ’em Men Only sent 
u, and have a good giggle at 
r sheer bewilderment... 












sway were another two guys. They 
looked Scandinavian, too - tall, 
blonde and pale-skinned - and. 
what's more, they seemed to know 
Anders because they started 
making comments to him tin 
Swedish I guessed) 

Anders sighed wearily. " My 
buddies, Bjorn and Niels," he 
shrugged, "Trust them to spoil all 
the fun we re having!" 

I gave these two intruders the 
one e-over. Well, they didn't look 
too bad - in fact, they were quite 
hunky. That made me think 


‘Closing my lips around his thick 
swollen tool, I wriggled so my pussy 
was level with Anders’ face .. 


"You ever have sex on the beach7 " 
heanswered. 'Its a kickr 

I had to admit I hadn't but I'm 
game to try anything once. There 
didn't seem to be anyone around so 
we fell on to the soft wet sand and 
right away our hands began 
exploring each others’ bodies. Not 
one to waste time, I tugged at the 
zipper on Anders’ shorts and 
reached inside for his prick. What a 
beauty- And my first thought was I 
wanted to give this a good sucking. 
Closing my lips around his thick 
swollen tool. I wriggled around so 
my pussy was level with Anders' 
face. 1 wasn't sure whether he’d 
catch my drift but I needn't have 
worried. In a few moments he was 
sucking and licking at my pussy just 
as enthusiastically as I was gobbling 
his knob. His tongue was long and 
snaked into all the right places, 
tickling my ditty so l moaned 
through the mouthful of his lovely 
cock in my gob, 

Then he stopped suddenly and l 
couldn't figure why. But then I 
looked around l realised the beach 
wasn’t as deserted as I'd thought. 
Standing only a couple of yards 


"Well, the fun doesn't have to 
stop, does it?* I smiled, "Us English 
girls are sexy enough for more than 
one man you know 1 " 

I beckoned Niels and Bjorn over, 
reached up and squeezed their 
packets. Mmmm. they felt just as 
well-hung as Anders! "Okay, guys," 

I said, rolling over on my back. 

"feel free!" 

Well. I got the shagging I was 
after. And how! My trio of Viking 
hunks were incredible They wanted 
to try everything and I wasn't 
stopping them They launched 
themselves on to me and gave me 
the best shagging ever - I was 
sucking while getting screwed 
doggy fashion, wanking whatever 
tool was spare, the lot. Their thick 
cocks did just what I wanted to my 
eager little pussy and after I'd 
exploded into my first orgasm, they 
never seemed to stop. It was hours 
later when I wandered back into the 
villa, only to find Louisa getting a 
thorough shafting off this bloke 
from Ash-ford. I would've joined in 
but after the seeing-to I'd just had I 
needed a rest. Besides I had it all to 
do again the next night! 




my confession 


Name: Anita 
Age: 21 

Hometown: WaterlooviUe 

Occupation: Student 
Marita] Status: Single 


After the quiet of the town I grew 
up in, coming to London to go to 
college was quite a shock! Mind 
you, I was looking forward to it — 
for one thing I knew r Td have a 
chance to expand my sexual 
horizons, something which 
wasn't loo easy back home where, 
for a start, I only knew a few r 
decent guys and all those seemed 
more interested in you For a 
potential good little wifey rather 
than simply having sexy fun. I 
remember the first time 1 tried to 
give a bloke a blow-job he really 
freaked and said I was Too kinky 
for him. I mean, I ask you! 

All that changed in London, 1 
was soon meeting all sorts of 


them back to the flat we shared 
to use them disgracefully. We 
weren’t averse to a spot of lezzie 
frolicking either and many's the 
time our threesomes had seen the 
guy unable to believe liis luck as, 
once me and Suze had drained 
his balls, we’d set to on one 
another, licking each others' 
pussies to help him get his cock 
hard again. 

But recently it looked like 
there was going to be a change in 
our lifestyle, Suze met this bloke, 
Jason, and — wouldn’t you know 
it? - the silly cow only went and 
fell in love! Okay, Jason was 
something of a dreamboat - six 
feet tall and ever so handsome - 
but Suzie went completely 
overboard and almost overnight 
changed from this wild randy 
tart into Little Miss Pure (.as if!)* 
Jason didn't like her going 
around flaunting her body, so out 


*. . „ We'd set to on one another, 
licking each others’ pussies to help 
him get his cock hard again .. 



broad minded people and 
enjoying my natural feelings. 1 
wasn't looking for any long-term 
thing so boyfriend followed 
boyfriend with rapid succession. 
What made things all the more 
fun was when I discovered the 
club scene with my mate, Suzie. 
Suzie w r as this outrageous 
redhead from Manchester who 
was always showing off her 
gorgeous figure in sheer blouses 
and tight skirts - a girl after my 
heart! We began hitting clubs 
together and often ended up 
picking up guys and bringing 


went her sexy undies and lowcut 
tops and in came the A-line skirts 
and fluffy sweaters. What was 
worse, Jason didn’t like her 
hanging out with me and put a 
ban on our weekend jaunts up 
West and. it went without saying, 
our horny nocturnal activities. 
Alright, if you fall for a fella 
that's one thing, but this was 
going too bloody far. The crunch 
came when Suzie turned round 
and announced she was planning 
to move out of the flat to shack 
up with Goody Two-Shoes 
himself. Right, 1 thought, I'm 
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going to show her the error of her 
ways if it's the last thing I do! 

It was the Friday night before 
Suzie w f as intending to move. 
Now, she and Jason had already 
made arrangements for the 
evening f they were going to the 
bloody opera* wouldn’t you know 
it?), so I* fuming merrily, had 
decided 1 was going to go out and 
pick up whatever well-hung stud 
I could find and get well and 
truly shagged* I was just about to 
get into the hath when the phone 
rang. It was that traitress, Suzie, 
breathlessly telling me her 
lecture had overrun and she was 
going to be late back. Thing was. 
she was expecting Jason any 
minute* so would I tell him to 
hang on Ibr her? My first instinct 
was to tell her to tell him her 
bloody self* but suddenly a 
cunning scheme crystallised in 
my wdcked mind . . . 

"Sure, Suze." I said sweetly. 
Til tell him. Don’t worry * * " 

Almost the moment 1 put the 




phone down the doorbell rang. 
Yes, it was Mr Smooth. Quickly* 

I stripped off and wrapped a 
towel around my naked body 
before letting him in. Jason must 
have wondered why 1 was being 
so pleasant, but before he could 
cotton on to anything I fold him I 
had to get in the bath before it 
overflowed and left him watching 
Channel 4 News on the telly in 
the front room, 

Now our Hat's quite small and 
the bathroom opens directly on to 
the front room* so Jason was just 


a few yards from me with only 
the unlocked door between us, I 
settled into the sudsy water and 
quickly washed before sliding my 
hands down between my thighs 
to enjoy the feeling of the warm 
water lapping against my minge. 
It wets lovely, hut I had other 
things on my mind aside from my 
own pleasure. 

1 began stroking myself in 
earnest, sliding a finger between 
my pussy lips and caressing my 
boobs until my nips were 
standing erect and hard with 
need* As I twiddled my ditty 
harder and harder, the old 
familiar feelings began to wash 
over me and my breathing got 
more intense* I started to moan* 
giving vent to the intense feelings 
between my legs. “Qhhh!” I 
groaned* “ohhhhh. ohhhhh!!!” 

Right on cue I heard an 
anxious lapping at the door “Is 
everything okay in there?” 

Jason's voice called. “Are you 
alright, Anita?” 

1 didn't reply, I just continued 
f rigging myself and moaning — 
only now even louder. Again, I 
heard him calling out was I okay? 
To which I simply redoubled my 
efforts, sliding two fingers into 
my pussy while I continued to 
frig my hard, burning clitty with 
my thumb. 

And then the door swung open* 
I pretended not to notice but 


Jason sure as hell did. For a few 
moments he stood there 
dumbstruck, watching me 
bringing myseIf off and squeezing 
my tits together. Then I ‘noticed’ 
him and reacted with righteous 
anger* "What the fucking hell are 
you doing!?” 1 demanded. 

Jason stammered out a reply, 

“I . . .1 thought you were in pain 
or something.*’ he babbled. "So 1 
thought I’d better check on you.” 

“Thought you’d check out my 
body more like!” I snarled back* 
making no effort to cover myself. 


u It*s alw ays the goody-good v 
ones, isn't it? Look, if you’ve got 
the hots for me, why don't you 
just say instead of acting like 
some pervy peeping tom?” 

He tried to deny it but it was 
too late - the evidence was there, 
tenting out his chinos and I 
wasn't going to ignore that* I 
made like I was cooling down. 
Mason,” I said smoothly* “I can 
tell you like what you see and 
since you and Suze are moving 
out soon. Ill forgive you. 1 tell 
you what,” ! went on* "I won’t tell 
Suzie on one condition - that you 
show me that delicious thing 
you’ve got down there ” 

He knew instantly w hat I was 
talking about. “You want to see 
my ... my cock?” he gulped. I 
nodded and raised myself out of 
the water. 

“That's right*” I said* “Go on, I 
won't tell * . *” 

I could see him struggling with 
himself, but he knew I had the 
upper hand and wasn’t going to 
be denied. His hands went to his 
fly buttons and started to pop 
them one by one. 

“I tell you what,” I murmured, 
leaning even closer* “why don’t 
you let me do that? That'd make 
me even happier.” 

There was nothing he could do 
about it as 1 reached forward and 
spread apart the fabric of his 
trousers, delving into his boxers 


and tugging his cock free* It was 
almost fully hard and as my 
warm wet fingers closed around 
the shaft I felt it thicken even 
more. FU say this for Suze - she 
might have picked a holier-than- 
thou bloke but she'd made sure 
he was equipped! 

“Suzie's a lucky girl,” I 
breathed as I rubbed my hands 
up and dow n it, “I bet she loves 
sucking on it.” 

And before Jason could even 
reply my lips were on his prick, 
sliding all over that rigid dick- 
meat, my long tongue flicking 
over its veiny length before I took 
it in my mouth and sucked 
deeply* Whatever reservations 
Jason might have had were fast 
being forgotten as I treated him 
to the best blow-job Fd given in 
ages* having his cock every w hich 
way before easing him dow n on 
to the bathroom rug with me, 

“A quickie!” I urged 
breathlessly* “just a quickie — I 
can't miss this opportunity!” But 
it seemed I hardly needed to ask 
- Jason's eyes were glazing with 
lust as my wet slippery boohs 
filled his vision and he felt the tip 



of his cock rubbing against my 
moist yielding pussy lips, 

"Aaaahhhhr I groaned* sinking 
down on his pole until he was 
into me all the way* feeling me 
clenching my cunt around him as 
I moved rhythmically and fluid 
up and dow n on his wonderfully 
big cock* 

“Oh my God! What the hell is 
going on here?!” 

Right on cue! Standing there ir 
the doorway* eyes wide in 
amazement* was Suzie, gazing 
down at me impaled to the hilt or 
her prissy boyfriend's prick like 
she’d never seen me fucking a 
guy before, I needed to get my 
shot in fast. 

u What’s it look like* Suze : “ I 
said* “I'm showing Mr Clean here 


'I slid two fingers into my pussy while 
I continued to frig my burning clity 
with my thumb .. 
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Jason asked weakly* Suze's hand 
flew to the buttons of her blouse. 

“I’m having some too?" she 
declared, tearing open her blouse 
arid swiftly removing her skin. 
I’m going to show you all the 
filthy things you wouldn't let me 
do. and what’s more,'' she added, 
“you're going to love ilP 

Off came her knickers and bra 
and she stood over us gloriously 
naked. "Right, Anita, you filthy 
tart,* she said, looking down at 
my grinning face, "I know 
precisely what you’ve done and 
Vm going to make you lick my 
pussy to pay me back!" 

Gleefully, 1 plunged my tongue 
into her hairy bush as she 
lowered her minge over my face. 
Happy days were here again! 

That night Jason received the 
finest education he ever got as, at 
long last, he cam© to realise that 
being an uptight arsehole was 
one way of ensuring you never 
had fun. It was the finest 

‘Gleefully, I plunged my tongue into 
her hairy bush as she lowered her 
minge over my face .. 

the sort of good time you’re going threesome we ever bad and, to 
to miss when you move out. And give Jason his due, once the 

what's more, I think he likes it,” shock had worn oft he responded 

Jason was all confusion, torn wonderfully, 1 guess it was the 
between utter despair on one excitement, hut that beautiful 

hand and utter delight at what I cock got up again and again - he 

was doing to his cock on the sure had a lot of spunk in those 

other* Suzie, though, wasn’t slow balls of his! 
in coming to conclusions. Anti guess what? Suzie never 

“Fuck this!” she said with did move out. She still sees 

feeling. “If you think I’m going to Jason, though. Rut their 
completely change my relationship couldn’t be more 

personality so you can do this different. And I should know - 

you’ve got another thing coming!” after alb he’s eating my pussy as 
“What are you going to do?” I sign this story! 




THE FILTH SCANNER 

Carnality , craziness and 
whopping your pud in the VCR 
courtesy of the man in 
possession of the official MO 
soiled raincoat , the unique 
DIRK FESTER.,, 

So what's been wearing out the 
heads of the Fester Wankyo 
Twin-Head Remote Control 
XXX348R over the New Year 
season? Well, the truth is not a 
whole bleedin' lot as it would 
seem the major video 
companies go into seasonal 
hibernation (i.e* down the pub - 
permanently) even earlier than 
that hunch of sots up at Men 
Only. And those who don’t insist 
on sending Uncle Dirk videos 
that, frankly, don't rate too 
highly on the Fester Tool ot 
Quality register. I mean, not only 
did Dirk fail to get a rise out of 
Hair Styling The Easy Way 
(Green Umbrella), hut frankly I 
found it rather insulting since 
I'm the man who patented the 
Bobby Charlton Wig. As for Carol 
Hubermans Fashion Tips (Video 
Gems), well, I squinted at the 
entire 100 minutes and 
nowhere, nowhere t was there 
any guidance on converting old 
Levi 801s into wet-look tackle- 
hugging posing attire, 
something Mrs Fester does in a 
trice with a can of matt-black 
car spray and her trusty old 
Singer pedal-drive. And while 
we’re on the subject, I’m 
thinking of consulting my briefs 
regarding Strictly Tap Dance 
(Green Umbrella, again) as the 
packaging failed to state that at 
no time should you attempt to 
follow the moves after eighteen 
cans of Tennants Super and a 



Everything \pu ivanteit to toimc 
fftawJ sex . <i>{d mow 


regarding ‘the penis and how it 
works’* Cheeky hint. 

Whether 101 ways are 
demonstrated herein remains a 
mystery to Dirk as I'm afraid an 
OD of cold turkey and flat 
Safeways lager sent me into a 
pleasant reverie involving being 
Kim Basinger's favourite dildo 
round about number sixteen. I 
blame the music, one of the 
prime probs you always find with 
these how to' vids. I mean, 
people actually doing it (y’fenow, 
stiffy hits an’ all) is fine and 
dandy, but it's always drenched 
in a soundtrack that makes The 
Orb sound like Megadeath and 
never tails to put me into a 
stupor in five minutes Hat. AH 
the same, the lasses looked 
nice, better than the wife anyway 
- hut then so does Vinny Jones 
in a certain light. 

By the time I came to, the demon 
horde were returned with their 
booty of purloined colostomy 
bags and zimmer frames and 
clamouring for entertainment. To 
shut the buggers up I reached for 



chicken chow mein. We ll never 
get the stain ofl the ceiling and 
the cat s stilt walking wonky 
And if Xmas chez Fester wasn't 
strenuous enough what with the 
kids boobytrapping the 
fireplace with Semtex 
resulting in huge steaming 
piles of Santa shit ail over 
the antimacassar, Ihe 
missus seemed in undue 
haste to pack the brood off to 
terrorise Grandfer Fester down 
at the Sunnyview Retirement 
Home & Pie Co.' 

Day. With years 
behind me I knew 
portended and so was not 
startled when, from behind 
sofa, the spouse produced her 
little Christmas cracker', to whit 
a video entitled W1 Sensual 
Ways Of Making Love , fixing 
yours truly with a gap-toothed 
leer and suggesting we 
whirl 1 . Through a haze 
Tesco’s Port fumes I told the old 
bat the last time 1 gave it a whirl 
was in 1979 and then it almost 
shattered the glass in the 
conservatory windows, but to 
avoid an unseason a I John Woo 
style clash of Uzts I consented to 
view the article, ignoring the 
wife pointing out the cover notes 

















Camilla’s 

column 


Sympathetic and 
unashamedly sensual, 
there's nothing you can't 
tell Camilla. If you have 
any problems about your 
sexuality, or your love 
life, then write to 
Camilla's Column, 

Men Only, 2 Archer Street, 
London W1V7HF, 


Dear Camilla: I bought a copy of 
Men Only today out of curiosity, 
let's say. and also because the 
girt on the cover kinda convinced 
me to look further inside. 

I have a bit of a problem which 
I thought you could help me with. 
I’m twenty-two and I’ve never 
been short of good-looking 
girlfriends of a similar age to 
myself etc ,.. but. . J have a 
confession to make that I'm really 
proud of. When I turned the page 
to your column and your photos 1 
decided ‘that's it, Tve GOT to go 
out with someone who looks just 
like YOU!’ 

You are a little older than me 
but you simply blow away all the 
competition! Not even the 
prettiest or sexiest twenty year 
old touches you! 

You are freaking me out every 
single time I look at your photo. 
Problem is. even at the best of 
times I m not much of a chat-up 
merchant -1 guess I'm just a 
lucky git! Now do t ask a woman 
like you out without blowing it? 

I've always fancied sexy, 
slightly older women but I've 
never had the bottle to make a 
move in case they laugh or reject 
my offer flat! 

Are women as stunning as you 
interested in a (though I say it 
myself) good-looking boy. It's 
probably crazy to ask, hut would 
you be interested in me? I just 


can't believe it, you are so sexy. 
Your face is just beautiful and 
those eyes and lips - aahhgg! I 
love your new hairdo by the way - 
very chic! 

i've always loved hig full firm 
breasts on a girl and, well, yours 
just drive me nuts! 

Can you help make my dreams 
come true? 

(J.A., Edinburgh.) 

I’ll say this for you, confidence 
is something you certainty 
don’t lack! When 7 think about 
it, I don’t think you'lt have any 
problems finding yourself a 
sexy, more mature iady to help 
your dreams come true, 
particularly if you are 
everything you describe 
yourself to be in your letter. But 
don ’t get yourself in a tizzy 
thinking these older ladies will 
laugh in your face should you 
ask them whether they fancy 
you - in some respects, 
women are no different from 
blokes in that a lot of them 
prefer a younger partner. As 
they say. men reach their 
sexual peak a lot earlier than 
women so it's not surprising 
that many women of mature 
years find more youthful lovers 
very satisfying indeed They 
love it when a lad very much 
their junior passes flattering 
comments on the way they 
look and even want to get 



them into bedI Go on, J. t give 
them a go-I'm sure there’s 
many a lovely older woman up 
there in Edinburgh and you 
could be pleasantly surprised 
at the results. Just one thing - 
watch out that their husbands 
aren ’t around when you ask! 
Love, Camilla. 

Dear, Dear Come-iita: I buy the 
mag every month and race to 
open it at your page to look and 
fantasise at your pictures and 
read the sexy letters - and to 
stroke myself while doing so. 



K. E. of 
Richmond's 
mother -in-taw 
(allegedly) 


Remind rumps 
revisited with 
minimat minge 
ftauntage! 


ft’s where you get the chance male-orientated publication 


to have your tave fillies 
splashed across the pages o f 
IflO. But now, if you re lucky, 
you can grab yourself some 
moolah in the processIH 

Yes, once more we delve into the 
murky nether regions of the past 
and coax those lusty busty babes 
of yesteryear pulsating and 
pouting into the light ol the 
present. And, what's more, from 
this month onward MO readers 
have the chance to win a 
SIZEABLE CASH PRIZE in the 
process. 

We’re offering FIFTY QUID to 
the lucky reader who places their 
creased and crinkled offerings in 
our hand and has them printed in 
Britain's biggest and best glossy 


Yep, that's five-oh 
smackeroonies simply for 
investigating that mouldy 
suitcase up in the attic (you 
know, the one just behind the old 
Scalextrix layout and the rusting 
exercise bike). Go on, you’ve 
been meaning to have a root 
around up there for ages, so now 
you've actually got an incentive, 
haven't you? By now, you should 
now the drill: hunt 'em down, 
whack 'em in the envelope and 
send them to the usual address. 
But whatever you do, don’t forget 
to enclose an SAE, otherwise 
how can we send the buggers 
back to you, or make sure you 
gets your ackers? 

Unfortunately for Mr K.E. of 
Richmond, he sent us these 
studies of bygone beaver before 
we were smitten by this outburst 










feelings launched themselves on 
those tits. She then moved around 
me and sat on the desk, where 
tier long legs lifted up and she put 
her feet on my chair between my 
legs. She opened her tegs tor me 
to see her white knickers and then 
i shot my toad into my pants. She 
pulled my head into her tits again 
and I could feel my cock 
regenerating its load. fVIy hands 
rushed under her dress to feel 
inside her undies where the 
dampness greeted my urgent 
fingers. She then stood up and 
slipped out of her knickers to 
reveal her womanhood to me. 
Perching up on the desk, she 
leaned back and my mouth was 
attracted like a magnet to the soft 
folds of her love nest. I licked, 
sucked and linger-tucked her cunt 
while she was squirming and 
soaking my face and hands with 
her love juice - until she 
shuddered to an exciting ctimax. 
She then swung her long legs on 
to the floor, opened my zip and 
out flopped my aching, soaking 
wet cock. The touch of her hand 
was enough to set it shooting 
once more on to her* 

Afterwards she explained to me 
that she had broken up with her 
boyfriend and wanted to give me 
a good time as a strike against 
her him. The whole experience 
was wonderful for me - the 
feelings, the softness of her tits, 
the hardness of her nipples, the 
wetness of her cunt, the smell of 
a woman's body, the taste of her 
juices makes me hard just to 
think of this one-off late night 
work session. 

Anyway, I'm looking at your pic 
now and having a long slow wank. 
All the breast! 

(M, Swansea.) 

I must say I found your letter 
not only very stimulating but 
also very sweet. You are 
obviously a man who honestly 
adores women and I'm sure 
that it won t take you long to 
find yourself a girt who'll be 
just right for you - you 
shouldn Y do yourself downI 
The vast majority of women 
are looking for a man as 
eager to please as yourself 
and looks are definitely not 
everything - take it from me! 
I'm happy for you that you 
had such an erotic 
experience. Often the most 
exciting are those that are the 
least expected, as in this 
case. Okay , so maybe this 
sexy girl was using you 
slightly (women can be like 
that sometimes!), but it’s plain 
to me that you both got a 
great deal of pleasure from 
what happened that night and 
while I wouldn't advise you to 
try and take it further, at least 
you know that you can please 
a woman , which is a lot more 
than many self-professed 
studs' can manage! All it 
takes is a little self-confidence 
and I'm sure you'll go far! All 
the best. 

Love , Camilla. 


stroke myseil while I longed for 
her. She was watching and came 
over to me, standing behind me. 
and brushed her soft breast 
against my neck. IVIy cock nearly 
jumped out of my pants and I 
spun around in my chair to be 
faced with the shapely softness 
inside her blouse. She slowly 
opened her blouse to show me 
her cleavage and her white bra, 
then she look my hand and placed 
it on her left breast which was 
firm. I was impatient and my 
other hand reached to undo the 
front fastening. I fumbled but she 
helped, and there stood the most 
wonderful lull brown-tipped tits. 
My hands, head, lips and tongue 
couldn't resist as 
years of pent up 


I have never written to anyone 
before as l am an introverted 
person* I must say it’s taken 
courage to write what happened 
to me at the office I work at which 
is a large insurance company with 
lots of gorgeous girts, l was 
sneaking a look at you during my 
break and feeling randy, so I 
thought I would go to the gents for 
a quick relief job. Then one of the 
more attractive girls saw me 
peeking at you and came and sat 
on the desk in front of me. The 
closeness of her made my head 
spin, but her look was so sexy 
that my cock hardened 
immediately, She asked if I could 
work that night. If she had asked 
me to fly to the moon I would 
have. So the office closed and I 
was left with a mountain of 
paperwork to get on with* Venus, 
as I call ber. was working in the 
office opposite me and I could 
see her long legs under 
the desk, and my hand 
went into my trousers to 


Busty bint of yore 


in knicker- 
dropping 
scenario 


— 


It 's where dream really do 
come true for one lucky 


reader as our wondrous 
wunderlumps selects a 
peachy plccie In response to 
one reader’s heartfelt plea .. 

Dear Camilla: Having been a 
dedicated MO reader since 1976, 
I (eel qualified to comment on 


the fact that the arrival of your 
fantastic column has got to be 
one of the horniest things ever to 
happen to my number one 
magazine - something to rival 
only those much-loved models 
Gaynor Bell and Debbie Jordan 
and of course the outrageous 
Daphne Hugeglands. 

My ultimate fantasy picture of 
you would be to see you posing in 


a steamy lesbian pose with all 
three of the above-named, but I 
realise I’m asking a bit too much. 

Therefore, would it be possible 
to show your fans the one picture 
that so far we haven’t been 
allowed to see, that is one of you 
actually laying on your delicately 
dimpled back! It strikes me as 
weird that although we must 
have seen you posing every 
which way since you started in 
MO, we have never, to the best 
of my knowledge anyway, had a 
picture where you are in the 
position where I’m sure the 
majority of us would love to have 
you, namely lying down with your 
lovely legs wide open as though 
you were ready to receive your 
lover's cock. 

I’m sure such a pic would make 
not only make my day, but that of 
all your other fans. Here's hoping! 
(L.J., Slough) 

And here it is! When I read 
your letter I couldn't believe I'd 
never had a picture of me 
printed in the pose you 
described so I had a quick 
flick back through my 
appearances to date. I 
wouldn't say I've never posed 
that way. but you're right when 
you say there hasn '/ been a 
picture like this before. Well, 
that's remedied now - and do 
you like the way I've got my tits 
squeezed together? According 
to the photographer he 
reckoned it looks like I’m ready 
for a battalion of horny fellas. 
Perhaps that’s his dirty mind, 
or then again perhaps it's my 
dirty mind! I’ll leave it-up to you 
to work that one out! 

Love. Camilla. 


the earliest recorded Readers 

M/.jt Wife on record perhaps? 

* Jjpl. Anyway, we think they’re 

TaPra I hfc’Z boffo as can be. If you agree and 

—atiai- Ow -1 fancy a piece of the action (and 

fifty notes) our crusty old expert 

of generosity, hut as he says in is waiting, so don’t disappoint 

his letter, Tve got loads of this him, send them to: Smut In The 

stuff collected over the years,' - Attic, c/o Men Only, 2 Archer 
so better luck next lime, eh? Street, London, W1V 7HF. 

As to the identity of the ,, . - ,— 

Xi 

"Most of them belonged to the A 

was very keen on photography, 

m m 

everything. For all t know some i 

ol them could be of my Mother- \ 

in-Law!” In fact, K.E. goes on to fij#' « [ 

say that one of them does bear a S-k 1 
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Ihere arc those n ho 
ilimk a BMW , a 
mobile plume. and a 
knock-dow n drag onl 
dinner ai Kellners L 
I lie uhiiliale 
aphrodisiac. and it 
does work I gram 
\ nil. Blit lint jnr 
rviTvmir, h was eI lls 
-ml of dunking dial 
made til**\ iippie 
extinct (and nnt 
before linn ■). 

Ii works for girl* 
called True*. I laid, 
tunsl Michelles and 
i 1 nil e a lot of WriL 
:i 2 B- 21 -Bd). but it's 

uhsnlutek hopeless 
with Iriphena - \\ itlr 
Triphena s you have 
in pose u- a hopeless 
drunk and slam sign** 
til’ reform before die 
force nl »ravin 
overcomes ihe power 
of die knieker elastic, 

(iiiiiu, a^ a hopeless 
drunk is unite eas\, 
id'i live reform bit 
thatV a tad difficult 
we fit i<)). 

I asl ears ha\ r d ie 
average ( ktrnl i \n\»\ 
lip- eating Iter gusset, 
a night - raving m die 
sound of Pulp iloes it 
for \ our k\ lies, dm 
Liza s are a dliferent 
matter. Irish Liza* 
am way. 
It's no use being Hudi 
with Liza, site s not 
interested, 

I lie secret is to take 
her to one o| those 
pub-' behind the 
I lulhma\ Load w here 
she rail listen to the 
saddest, most 
mournful Irish 
laments on the fiddle, 
and die gets Into 
rioihes-uikiiig-olT 
mode. 

W lien slie - sad she s 

m . But lie warned, 
this doesn't work widi 
Luglish I izas. \V lien 
ihe\ re sad ihe\ take 
vonr credit cart I and 
do it for k'-Ho.4 > 
worth of dink\ undies 
(d-M ; 
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FIONA (18) LICKS 
RUTH'S (21) PUSSY 


'Azui snz 




m DICK STIFFENING 

gc/story /Y'lJitj to looiik you/ SIS 

'yyh A Jyj -J% l 33 ? 405 563 


AFTER 2 LESBIAN 
NURSES ORGY 


0338400160 


NURSE WANTS SPUNK OVER 
SPANKING MY FACE 
0338 405 504 


,n 1 /j-is S£/ -105 

CALLS CHARGED 36P PER MINUTE CHEAP RATE & 4flP AT ALL OTHER TIMES QY5TEFPALM LTD PO BOX 4LY LONDON W1 



Masturtate 
With Me 
0338402 794 


Lesbian Nurses Orgy 

0338 402 694 / 


I'll Toss You Off! 

0338 402 596 


Spurt in my Face-Big Boy I 

0338 402 456 


_! Secretary Needs Spanking 

f_J 0338 402 450 


I'll Talk Filthy-you W**k _/_ 

0338 402 451 / I 


My Bum is Sore 

0338 402 598 




Come | 
Over mv Tits Vi 


jver mv i us j T |>^ -a 
0330 402 


My wife will suck you off! 

0338 402 594 


I'll Suck you to Climax 

0338 402 779 




Hot SEX Lines 

»v Dirt 


0338 


2 Guys 1 Gin - Porno Action... 

Auntie Wants Dirty Sex... 

Sister Will Suck You Off.... 

Jill 8c Kate - Dirty Shaven Lesbians. 
Wear My Panties and 

19yr Old Wants 40yr Old Man. 

Lick My Bum - Finger My Fanny. 

After 12 Spunky Porno Bonk Action 


0338 402 791 
0338 402 697 
0338 402 452 
0338 402 699 
0338 402 695 
0333 402 431 
0338 402 792 
0338 402 769 


A/-C-. 


































.VIDA'S BERLIN OFFER, 627 Forest Road, London E17 4NE ■ 


vir»A CARMAN INTRODUCES; 

HARD ADULT VIDEOS 
DIRECT FROM BERLIN 

‘Das Superding Nr. 94’- Berlin’s Hardest Video Collection Ever. 




\ 


Dear Header, 

At last I can bring you Europe’s hardest porn 
on video direct from Europe's hardest, hottest, 
dirtiest “Sin City.” Berlin is unrivalled now as the 
sex capital of the Continent. 

The clubs have explicit, live sex shows, the 
sex shops are superb, there is a very active 
tl Bizarre” scene and the guys and girls are 
stunning I - The pom Is th» begt in the world 1 ! 

These videos are straight-forward, hard-line 
porn - no holds are harred - no topic is ignored — 
close-ups, slow motion, the lot! 

This is exactly what Britain has been missing 
while the rest of Europe has been getting stiff 'n' 
wet watching explicit sex on video. 

At under a termer each they are the porn 
bargain of the year. 

Get humpin’, get Berlin's Hottest Porn! 

Lots of Love, 
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SEXY SIXTY 

Street Price £49-95" 


IBUV for 

(BUY .our t° f on «w E* 9 - 95 

IS No Knickers. No Delay! 0338 422 341 
S Spank Me!!! 0338 422 340 
S Red Hot Dutch 0338 422 345 

5 Instant Quickie Reliel 0338 422 342 

6 Overseas Sex Lines 0338 422 349 

unwlime, 34 Lip tun Lane. London £f *-N 
Gal* Ibp prr TT :.hP5E ■ .Ti'- AF.' 'JH' ' ' 


CALLERS WELCOME: M«i-Sat 9.30-6fHR (Fri 8pm), Prices or otters shown are 
for mail order and callers who present this aduertisement prior to purchase. 


mfbL run. Uflilinnu' u jtf . f _ Ll 

71 Oat wen BLACKPOOL jn Church Si BRIGHTON 

_ . .- '-- " J ■“"““'‘“‘IfHiflhSt 

ji. a , Victoria Rd 

sw f ¥FTFB Pmifste sine '133 Fore st GLOUCESTER r i 7 -24 Trade unices. uaroe Manufl GH 1 MSBY 
i^r^iSfSS Juanrm i nSE HEHUHEMPSTtAD 193 L.yvdw Rd KETTERING ‘ 25 Market 

a KINGS lVNN "41 NnrfLuk L j - KINGSTON 203 Kingston Rd , New Maiden LEICESTER 

f* fSiw’n iSi L tfTON L 74 WPlIinoton fit MACCLESFIELD '77 Chestergalfi MANCHESTER 54 QWham St 
tKsiiSf 7 !> teTarm NEWWSTlf 66 W^™rtarW Rd (UHMJ -55 

WOLVERHAMPTON 1 7 BfOtfl Si YORK '12/14 Boottem **# WALES— NEWPOffT Lardm ho WHtAtwm o njriw at. 

™ ™*tit nmriirt* incidental to IW business, toey may nqt_cafry 

'mesK ^sms smM 


WARNING: "Die F**k Fabrik" ("The F**k 
Factory") is Berlin's most famous "hard 
pornography studio. The " Das Superding 
coliection is generally recognised as the 
hardest, most explicit videos ever made. DO 
NOT buy if close-up scenes of human sexual 
activity offends you. _ . 

GIRL OF PASSION CQ QC 

Street PnceEMFW Our Price4-3 %f 
THE story of Steffi as she fxxks, sxeks and wxxks 
her way through the men of Berlin. All one on-one 
—very messy close-up oxax splash shots in slow 
motion. 

NYMPHO GIRLS CQ QA 

Street Price£49^ Out Price 
THE "Bizarre'' film of the year. Rubber, latex, 
leather boxxage and domxxation Twelve beauties 
experiment till they drop - excellent dungeon 
scenes. 

__ 0u , m,£9.95 

NO pretence of a story line - just straight forward, 
hardline sex involving sixty - yes, sixty most 
beautiful women and well hung blokes you ve ever 
seen Solid 9 inches pumping and exploding 
everywhere. 

UNTAMED SEX CQ Qq 

Street Pricei49*95- Our Price 

YOU won't believe thU until you see it Students 
are put through their paces in both the classroom 
and the gym excellent uniform sex and 
discipline! Good lesxxxn scenes and all girl orgy 


ORDER NOW BY CREDIT CARD ON 

081 534 8855 

Telephone lor immediate pracessimi of your unto* 


£9.95 


INSATIABLE 

Street Price g4&9ir Our Price 

THE trials and tribulations of a nympho who just 
can't keep her kniekers on or her mouth closed! 
Any dxxk will do until she discovers three at a time 
is even better Three into one goes it goes right in 

LADY IN TROUBLE CQ OR 

Street Price ££9JXr Our Price -S* ** 

THE kidnapped wife of a millionaire is stripped 
naked and services each of the kidnappers, 
individually and all at once, to save her skin. Great 
bxxdxxe, restxxxx. domxxation and rxxx scenes. 
Plenty of splash and humiliation. 

TALES OF EROTICA pn QC 

Street Price %&J&r Our Price I>9i3w 
AN in depth examination of the world of sex. 
Every fetish and perversion is explored, explained 
and shown in explicit action oxxl. anxx, toilet 
sex, bonxxxe, dominxxxxn {male and female), 
uniforms, leather, rubber, etc < etc, 

MAXINE M 

Street PriceOur Price 

“M" is for madam Maxine is the strongest domina 
in Berlin and this classic film, shot live in her 
dungeon, shows why. Restraint, suspension, 
punishment and humiliation are her specialities 


£9.95 


SEX SHOPS'. LONDON Stt': 11 BourneHd. {Badey WUM!Bexley. -.9 WestHHL ^dswortDBrttfl BABIAitfY^J^ 
DOW** to MTHM Victoria Bldgs Lwr BostO Rd JL*«UltN J7 


, DGIRL OF PASSION 
I DSEXY SIXTY 
5 ! QlNSATIABLE 
t| DTALES OF EROTICA 


f North) UNJL 1 Mvrra, -w, . ' ■ “ 

1539 London Rtf. Ntktwry SWi b 


jidht«l!#uiiii .wl, Lewsham SE13, 
Dalkeith 51 BEDFORD 72 TavtSluck 


tSfai fflufefSt 106 ™ HARROGATE 19 Westmtmand Si iWEastPamte 

HtUDDEftSFIELD 70 Brjdlwd fid ParKwn HULL 263 Hessle Fu LEEDS 209 Ncvrth Si Sfwe^scar 
■ kir^rfu AuiiTnij f Tiorv-nt 'iri NOUW1C.H 19 St AuouslXiG'S Si NOTTINGHAM 10 Cflmr^tip n Si PETERBOROUGH 1 ,i 
yoccTfwi Hal' SALISBURY '55 SoLrtt' ■AFesit'vn Rd QietwdStation) SHEFFIELD Unrt 5 68 Dwision 

■ SHHrivSeuRY m Wyle Cop SOUTHAMPTON 103 Si Man, St 

WAKEFIELD 'i Doncaster Rd WOflCESTER 1B lowesmoor»**_SOgTLftNO - EDINBURGH W.iE^m Ru^ r L^^ 
kASwTA i Vt wygate — WALES - CARDIFF 9 Mill Lane SWANSEA 3 Dlllwytl st. #** *■ IRELAND - BELFAST^ 

. . 


Host to: VIDA’S BERLIN OFFER (Dept. 
I 627 Forest Road, London E17 4NE. 

Please rush me the items I haue ricked below. 

| SUPERDING BERLIN VIDEOSjVHS Only): 


MO 




□NYMPHO GIRLS 
□ UNTAMED SEX 
□LADY IN TROUBLE 
□MAXINE M 


I I enclose payment of E_ make cheques 

., - - " muiLniftm a. -JJ —- b '' 

I 

i 

I 


9 Ul llui I yju |kjP-U y *1 '! ! ■Li 1 1 L. V f 

payable to M.O.DIVtSION & add your name & 
address to reverse. 

Marne _____ 


□ t @£9.95 

+ £1.05 p&p 

□ 2 @£1B-95 

+ £ 1.05 p&p 

□4 @£29.35 

+£2.05 p&p 

□ 8 @£49.95 

+ £3.05 pSlp 


Address 


Postcode 


j| iTm aware of the nature of these videos and agree not to show them to 
lj minors.1 am over 18_ S ^ d _ 
















































W * r “' f UFS* INSERT 

1 5HAG Mover the desk 

W Clicked out my FAim 

LET'S W**K SPURT 0VER MY Puss Y 

TOGETHER — 

0338 402 993 ^ 


ORAL SEX - COME IN MY MOUTH 

■ tot, 

VIE DOGGYSTYLE W 

V - 

Y SHAVEN PUSSY 


TARY WILL SUCK YOU OFF 


URSES DILDO ORGY 


O ORGASMIC SEX TALK i 




ORGASMIC SEX 
0338 404 786 


Calls charged at 36 p per min cheap rate 48p at all other times Northglow Ltd PQ box 16 EG 11 f QZ 


BONK 



4 I 


SPANK MY 


0338 400 730 

IN MY MOUTH 
& UP MY CRACK 

0338 400 794 

Bonk my 
wife-sorQ 


ORAL SEX 
SPURT IN MY MOUTH 

0338 400 999 

DEBEE ASHBY 
GIVES handjob 

0338 *00 932 

HEAR me 

masturbate myself 

0338 400 690 

PART MY 
buttocks 

0338 400 676 

MUM-IN-LAW 
WILL W**K YOU 

0338 400 870 


PFRMIMiTF CHEAP F 


- LESBIANS I 

HOUSEWIFE'S WC ORGY 
0338 400 811 
DO IT TO ME 
doggy STY LE 
0338 400 768 
LICK MY CL*Tj 
make ME COME 
0338 400 892 

SECRETARY WANTS 
DIKIY OLD MAN TOW K] 

0338 400 783 

VIRGIN S FANNY 
needs a STIFFY 

033 8 400 773 

PUSSY ACTION 0338 400 821 























Super 

Special Offers! 



The Best Of Sarah Young 

Showtime - 90 minutes. 

Only £19.50 

Inclusive of P.& P. 

AND GUARANTEED SAFE DELIVERY. 

All major credit cards, U.K. cheques, P.O.'s or cash. 


Own one of the world's 

MOST EXCITING PORNO SHOWS! 

* Hans Moser brings together 

FIVE DELIGHTFUL SHOWS WITH 

Sarah Young revealing all her 

SEXUAL TALENTS FOR YOU TO ENJOY. 

* Plus other world class 

PORNO BEAUTIES AND STUDS. 

* If The Best of Sarah Young Pt.1 

ISN'T AMONGST THE MOST EXCITING 
PORNO SHOWS YOU HAVE WE WILL 
REFUND YOUR PAYMENT IN FULL 
AT YOUR REQUEST - NO QUIBBLE!! 

Porno Catalogue? 

For the price of a 1st class stamp or a 
short phone call receive yours. 

Hard core illustrations in full colour. 


"Your Choice" 

Postbus 2138, 1000 CC, 
AMSTERDAM, Holland. 

Phone (010 31 20) 620 4209 

Mon - Thu: 9am - 5pm; Friday 9am - 3pm 

Ansaphone (010 31 20) 624 8166 
or Fax (010 31 20) 638 9556 24 hours. 

Guarantee 

EVERYTHING, supplied by "Your Choice” 
is 100% guaranteed to delight you. 
Should it fail to do so your payment will be 
refunded at your request with no quibble. 

Any reputable supplier of adult videos 
will offer the above guarantee. 

If in doubt receive a hard core, frgfi catalogue first! 
Just clip the coupon or phone for yours. 


Use the coupon or phone for even faster delivery. 
(24 hour ansaphone service outside office hours). 
Everything U.K. dispatched. 

Delivery between 5-10 days. 

r---- ^ 

Send your Free colour Catalogue □ 

Send your Special Offer (No.SY/796) on Full Money Back Guarantee □ 
I enclose £19.50. Cheque □ P.O.'s Q Cash Q or 

Please debit my Credit Card. Type. Expiry date. I . 

Number . I ....../. I . 

Name Mr_ 

Address 


I am over 18 yrs. 


____Postcode 

PR Use a first class stamp to Holland (25p) All goods are U K. dispatched 



































HEM ME MASTURBATE 

0338 412 401 


SPANK MY 
PERT ARSE 

0338 412 417 


rTTTTTi 


HI talk dirty 
while you W**k 
0338 412 507 


I'LL TOSS 
YOU OFF 

0338 412 503 


needs shafting! 
0338 412 509 


Shaved Pussy 

Held Lips rSPftQjfi 

3Q AM >100 \ 


0338 412 409 ^ 


2 Girls in 
Ripped Knickers 
0338412 501 


* 




•l 


ftJ 


After 12 Explicit Dildo Action 0338 412 560 

Call Charged at 360 Per Min Cheap Rale 48o ai !i Other Times Denmans DiaT P.Q Bo* 212 5*' 


I'll use a Dildo- 
You W**k!! 
0898 767 532 


Sisters-in-Law 
V will W**k 


7 N 




Virgin wants it 
Doggystyle 
0898 767 534 


Hear me 

Masturbate Myself 

0898 767 531 > 


Two Nurses want 
Spunkv Dicks 


767 535 


Get it out and 
Ram it up me! 
0898 767 536 


• ^ I* 




Lesbian Secretaries 
Dildo Orgy 

r 1 1 : s-*:: m k rV M- r 1 


Waitress aives 


Tit W**k 

0898 767 538 


0898 767 541 


RSL PO BOX 475 SW4 6QB Calls cost 36p per min cheap rate & 4Sp per min at all other times 



























































DIRTY LITE 

HOME RECORDINGS 

PRODUCED BY OUR READERS 


TWO LESBIANS DILDOING EACH OTHER 

(Cindy & Sarah, Che/sea) 0338 418 888 


SF.X DATING 


[ cm'PITS II IN / f>( IN 
Bov/Hr,/ imw/\ 
Tf/RFFSYmmn/hs 
\TWPffOV IMICS 

ismiixa oofs foi pus 

!/}/(, l\7)/i( N717,7I?/ N 


NP |\A/\(r ft/S/ V 

IFJTHFR 1-tniFS 
7S77V (HHI N 
DISCfPl isi nour\ 
mrnwnii/ns 
HI II71 TS/l.FSRI IVN 
Mif/nv 


Ort*»K 114 67H 


SHAGGED DOGGY FASHION 

fChr/st/ne, Bournemouth) 0338 418 880 


SPAJVKlNa 


VIRGIN MASTURBATING TO ORGASM 

(Tracey, Essex) 0338 418 883 


LIVE ORAL SEX 

(Claire & Gary, Bath ) 0338 418 876 


GIRL LICKING AND SUCKING TWO MEN 

(Lou/se, London) 0333 41 3 


TWO LADIES WITH ONE TOMBOY 

/Anonomous) 0338 418 873 


•JILL GETS (i STROKES OF THE CANE 

0338 4 IS 812 

MATRON SPANKS LESBIAN STUDENTS 

0338 4 18 848 

SIR GIVES TRACEY THE SLIPPER 

0338 4 1 8 850 

I LL BEND OVER, SMACK ME 

0338 418 84 0 

YOUR HAND, MY BOTTOM 

03 38 4 1 8 851 




BUSTY, BLONDE AND DYING FOR A LENGTH 

(Sopb/e r 8irm/ngbamJ 0338 418 8S8 


SPANKED IN SCHOOL UNIFORM 

' f Tracey 19, London) 0333 418 871 


SHAGGED BY WELL ENDOWED MALE {97; inches) 

(Patricia, Blackpool) 0338 418 886 


HOUSEWIFE MASTURBATING ALONE 

(Anonomous) 0338 418 870 


VIGOROUS SEX IN 5 DIFFERENT POSITIONS 

(Margaret, Nottingham) 0338 413 881 


SPANKED THEN SHAGGED 

fL/sa, Sussex) 0338 418 874 


TIED, SPREAD EAGLED AND POKED 

(Tara, Manchester) 0338 418 877 


NYMPHO WIFE SHAGGED BY HUSBAND 

(Michelle and Colin , Hull) 0338 418 872 


LESBIANS LICKING AND FINGERING EACH OTHER 

■ /Debbie and Gale, Chester) 0338 418 884 


CORRECTION 
1FOR m i:j\ 


MADAM THRASHES MALE BUTTOCKS 

0338 4 18 854 

| LEATHER MISTRESS MAKES YOU SQUIRM 

0338 4 18 852 

2 GIRLS .ADMINISTER CP FOR MALES 

0338 4 18 850 

MASTURBATE WHILE I SPANK YOU 

0338 4 18 853 


ABSOLUTE FILTH 


WAW Wlflf I TALK DOTY TO YOU 

0338 41 8 861 

GIVE IT TONE DOGGY FASHION 

0338 418 864 

I'LL UCKTWN SUCK YOU DRY 

0338 41 8 866 

RAM IT IIP NE GOOD AND HARD 

0338 41 8 862 

SLIDE IT IN AND MAKE ME SCREAM 

0338 41 8 863 


TIED, SPANKED THEN SHAGGED 

(Jane, Wilmslow) 0338 418 875 


TWO SISTERS SHAGGED BY NEIGHBOUR 

/Susan and 5ally, Essex) 0338 418 882 


HUSBAND SPANKS HALF NAKED WIFE 

(Anonomous Coup/e) 0338 418 879 


CALLBACK 


PLEASE SEND YOUR RECORDINGS TO SENATE , PO BOX 1299, 
LONDON N13. WITH WRITTEN CONSENT FOR BROADCASTING 


GIRLS OF AH AGES 
AMD NATIONALITIES 


0860 363 676 

ALi MA.IOR CREDIT CARDS. 


CHEQUES A PO'S ACCEPTED 


HOUSEWIVES LESBIAN ENCOUNTER 

(Sue & Carol, Stevenage) 0338 418 878 


WARM AMBER SHOWBt 

0338 41 8 860 

DEBBIES WET KNICKERS 

0338 41 8 858 

I'll SHOWet YOUR FACE AND BODY 

0338 41 8 859 

BVBARRASNG ACCIDENT 

0338 41 8 857 


GIRL (18) SHAVED AND F**CKED 

(Claire & Boyfriend, Leeds) 0338 418 885 


TWO GIRLS STRIPPED AND CANED 

(Jackie and Samantha, Eastbourne) 0338 418 887 


JOANNA SPANKING MANDYS BARE BOTTOM 

(2 Girls, Brighton) 0338 418 867 


SENATE PO BOX i 299 Ml a. Calls cosl 36 p mm cheap rate, 4 gp'min all other times 















YOU'RE MY WEAK HUSBAND - WATCH ME TAKE 2 THICK COCKS 0898122 742 


1 L 0 -. E . T0 .- UC _ K YQ - N _ G - C0CKS -' PEN - N . Y ' HOUSEWIFE D898122 738 
ON MY HANDS AND KNEES-■PUMPMYWET FANNY'0898 122 740 
REAL EXPLICIT SEX CONFESSIONS 0898 1 22 743 


GAY BOYS SUCK & JACK - 6 HOT NUMBERS 0898122 744 


WANK WHILE 
I FINGER MY 
SOPPING PUSSY 
0898 122 733 

SPREAD ME 
LICK ME. PUMP ME 
0898 122 734 

BIG TITTED NURSE 
TAKES 3 HARD COCKS 
0898 122 735 

CUM OVER ME- PLEASE! 
0898 122 736 

HORNY LESBIANS - 
ORAL&DILDO ACTION 
0898 122 737 


LATS \m Six - HARDCORE ACTION ( AFTER 12.00) 0808 122 745 LATE Mil SIX - HARDCORE ACTION (AFTER 2.00) 0808 122 746 



2 NURSES-LESBIAN THEN 
BIG COCK ACTION 
0898122 751 


TENNIS SKIRT UP - 
THICK COCK INSIDE ME 
0898 122 748 


WIFE SCREWED BY 2 WELL 
ENDOWED 18 YR OLDS 
0898 122 749 


CUM OVER MY BIG FIRM TITS 

0898 122 747 


OLDER WOMAN GIVES TIT 
WANK TO HARD, YOUNG COCKS 

0898 122 755 





UNIFORMS/BONDAGE & 
SPANKING -CREAMY ACTION 
0898 122 752 


MY SISTER WILL SUCK YOUR 
BALLS WHILE YOU SHAFT ME 
0898 122 753 


SEX CONFESSIONS - 
HORNY LIVE RECORDINGS 
0898 122 750 


TEEN TEASE (18) GIVES 


! 18)' 

HOT SEX - ALL POSITIONS 
0898 122 754 


X 


^ j 'A .V 

— A- ’V 2 \ 





ORAL SEX-SHE SUCKS & 
SWALLOWS YOUR LOAD 
0898 122 756 



HARD NIGHT-TIME ACTION 0898 122 758 AFTER 2.00 CUM 


0898 122 759 


RSL PO Box 475 SW4 6GB. Call cost 36 p; min cheap rate 48p/min a) all other limes. Some numbers may direct you lo cl her services before connection 
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o.m mi-M ratifciH-is*- jiImmii uvuiwj. iliHr sorrnarifH into hrd (|mnirularfy diuM- who huvrn i £Ot a 
*rcretar\ wr find, mainly hmui* 1 nubiant daily nmiacl with tin- likr- of M" Hamsmuldlrr 
[^0K-4f»-n8] ant to Hi ink a Inn 'kn til dir fold *uiH nvrr dir hotloM InnuiM ;■ 

Hal von ran 1 j usi n* k \ \oitr srrrrtan into hod any oldwa\. I hrrr arr Ion ns? 10 ho oUmmyoc! ini iitjiratrh 
1 irsiK shr mihi hr dir *ort of HHMb\ Itlllf rotary ill gla--r* dial yon doil l r\rn Holier. I lifii Hn ^ 
rfnl to do m unrlliingvrrv iff ini to qrmv your mini I inn. likr lukf lirr>|irr-. oik Irl down Inn hair, - 1 ' 1 
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1 1 r r ui nr off at id mil up sprawled on dir hed looking in>( like Melanie here, 

Mid dial's prem mi ic 1 1 wlntl happened lo Melanie. She \wh nipping a Word Prore^or lor n Hnlieilor 
wealing spers and looking dead ordinan when she drew his at minion to her b\ sedurlively hi ripping 
,,H all her kit at flip f IhriMnuis parts. Hpees oil, hair down. sprawling <m tlie bed Murk naked nil in the 
-pare of half an hour - not kid, 

\ud vs hai did he do? He got hS mate iu m pi.graph her! 

\oi the wa\ Id have done ii my self- but eaeh to hi-own (d.iD-24--i(j). '' 



96 MEN only 


































continued from page 64 


all these shops there were 
loads of stairs she had to 
climb, lots of walkways and 
escalators, and on most of 
them her pussy was fully on 
display. 

Going up the escalators 
she'a put one foot up a step 
sc t was all on view. 

Quite a few guys noticed 
and winked at me. Suzy saw 
them "Ok ng and that turned 
her on too. so it was a couple 
of very shaky, sexually 
e> c ied. people who finally 


hold of the mega cuke! 

It made her grunt and gasp 
as the huge head stretched 
her cunt lips, but then she 
gave a thrust of her hips and it 
was in. After that t was easy. It 
gradually slipped in, until only 
three inches of green showed 
between her legs. 

Her back was arched her 
eyes were shut and she 
grabbed that thing and tucked 
herself with it. Starting gently 
at first but getting harder, 
deeper and faster as her 
pleasure grew. Until, with a 
final howl, she came, wrapping 



found the biggest cucumber in 
the place and bought it. 

It is (we’ve still got it) eleven 
nches long and nine inches in 
circumference - and Suzy was 
going to take the whole thing 
in her pussy all the way! 

I’ve watched her play with 
herself before, but always as a 
turn-on before we fucked This 
time she was wanking to get 
herself ready for a session with 
that huge dildo! 

She started off. as usual, 
fingering her nipples and 
rubbing her clitoris to get her 
pussy really wet, and then she 
started to put her fingers in - 
one, two, three, giving little 
squeaks as each one 
stretched her more. 

Finally she was writhing 
around on all five fingers, 
knees up and wide, trying to 
work her hand in, 

I nearly stopped her. 1 didn't 
think 1 was going to last. I had 
to give my cock a hard 
squeeze behind the glans to 
calm it down. Then, at last, she 
stretched out her hand to grab 


herself around that thing and 
screaming out as wave after 
wave of pleasure struck her 

1 went and kissed her and 
she grabbed me, kissing and 
licking every inch of me. Her 
head moved down and she 
flicked her tongue across the 
head of my bobbing erection, 
her hands fondling my balls. 

“Sorry Jim. !m too sore for 
any more fucking", she 
whispered, and sucked my 
cock in between her wet lips. 

That was all it took, I started 
to jerked my cream into her 
throat almost at once, each 
pump and twitch bringing 
more pleasure than a normal 
orgasm, until I thought my 
balls had disappeared inside 
my body and my back would 
break with the strain. 

It was bodacious! Never had 
it so good! 

We ve agreed we won’t try 
and repeat that idea because 
It will never be so good again, 
but in future I’m going to let 
Suzy write all her own forfeits! 

(J. W>.Keighiey.) 
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HEAR ME MASTURBATE 
TO A FRENZIED CLIMAX 

0338 409 481 


4 09 ASA 

SHAFT WE 

O 409 A22 


'SPREfrD 

AND CO 1 

V 0338 


NK OVER MY BODY 
0338 409 431 


r^sras^ 

\0338 4Q9 4 j\b 

W t AKe mf | 

I^Ss**] 


409 4 42 J 



KNICKERS DOWN 
SMACK SMACK 
0338 409 49! 


WAR)! GOLDEN SHOWER J 

0338 409 478 


J^lLEl 

»33^« 5i 

o»»* 4 


SAMANTHA STRIP SEARCHED 

0338 409 412 


EROS PO BOX 1823 N18 Calls charged at 3Sp per minute cheap rate and 48p per minute at all other times 




I'LL SATISFY YOUR 
STIFFY IN A JIFFY 


ALL MAJO/% 
CREDIT CARDS 
ACCEPTED 








SENATE ^0 BOX 1239 NIB. Calls cost 36p'Tnin cheap rate, 4Bp.m*n all other times 


FORUM PC BOX 1S23 NIB. Calls cosl 36p.min cheap rare. 48p/min all other times 


































j nj WfoeS 
ift&PiinteaSe 


LAVISH REVUE 


THE INTERNATIONALLY FAMOUS 


FESTIVAL 

OF EROTICA 


TWICE NIGHTLY 

Mon to Sat 

8pm 8c 10 pm 
Reservations 

071-734 1593 


eRAYMOND 

REVUE BAR 


345 


Mililk'HrtU'l 


THE WORLD’S CENTRE OF EROTIC ENTERTAINMENT 


RAYMOND REVUEBAR 


RAYMOND 
REVUfc BAR m " 

the \n or 


t 

CENTRE OF fr 
EROTIC ENTERTAINMENT 


< v\s 
in 


1C 

1 Nl 1 SXjSbW^ 
















